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^ The moft lamentable Romafne 

Tragcdie of Titus Androntcus : As it was plaid 
by the tight honorable the Earle ofDarbic, Earle 
of Pcmbrooke, and Earle ofSufiex 
their Scruants, 

Enttr the Tribunes tod Scnatours*//; : And then enter 
Saturninusaad h’i followers atenedowc t m& B&flx&miand hie 
foUowtrsjmih Drum tod Trumpets, 



Saturmnu t* 



WL'.^S/ 



N Oblc Patricians,Patronsofmyrighe, . *• 

Defend the iufticc of my c?ufc witharraes* 
AndCountryinen my louing followers. 

Plead my fuccefliuc title with your fwords t 
lam his firft borne fonne> that was thelaft 
That ware the Imperiall Di adem of Rome. 

Then let my fathers honours liue in mee, 

Nor wrong mine age with thisindignitie. 

BaJJianus. 

Romaines, friends, followers, fauourers of my rights 
Ifeuer Befftanut Cafars fonne, 

■Were gracious in the eyes of royall Rome, 

Kcepe then this paffage to the Capitoll, 

And fuffer not diftionour to approch. 

The imperiall feat to vertue, confecratc 
Toiuftice, continence, and Nobilitic: ' 

But let defert in pure election fhine. 

And Romaines fight for fr scdotne in your choice 

A % Mmtto 



/■> 
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Thcmojl la nmjhle Tragsdk 

^Ulfarcut Andronicttswith the Crownei 
Princes that ftriacby faftions and by friends 
ArobitiouflyforRuleand Emperie, 

Know that the people of Rome for whome we ftand 
A fp eciall Partie, haue by common voycc® 
Indention for the Romainc Empcric 
Chofen Andromcut , furnamed ?»«/, 

For many good and great deferts to Rome %. 

A nobler man, a brauer warriour, 

Liues not this day within the Citty walls. 

He by the Senate is atcited home, 

From weary warres againd the barbarous Gothcs, 
Tha t with his fonnes ( a terror to our foes ) _ 

Hath y oakt a nation ilrong, traind Vp in Armeso 
Tenne yeares arefpentfihce firft he vnaertooke 
Thiscaufeof Rome, and chaftifed with Armes 
Our encmiespride : Fiue times he hath return J 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiantfonnes 

In Coffinsfromthe field. 

And now at laft, laden with honours fpoilea 
Returns* the good An dr omens to Rome, 

Renowned Tswflourifhingin Armes, 

Let vsintreat by honour of his name , 

Whornc worthily you yvoujd haue now fucceede, 
AndmtheCapitoll and Senates right, 

Whome you ptetencko honour and adore, 

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength® 
Drfmitfc your followers, and as fitters Ifiould, 

Plead y|ur deferts in peace and humblcces. 

How fa Je the Tribune fpeakes to calmc my thought? 

I * • 

JMLjm} i doe afHc* 



of Tim AnironicM* 

In thy vprightnM and integrity, 1 
And fol loueand honour thee and thine® 

Thy noble brother 7 ’ttus an.d his fonnej, 

And her to whome my thoughts are humbled all s 
GrafciousArfiww'rfjRonies rich Ornament® 
Thatlwiliheercdifnaiflemylouing friends * - 
A nd to my fortunes and the peoples fauour® 

Commit ray caufe in ballance to be waid, Exit Souldierf 
» 

Satftrninut. 

Friends, that haue beetle thus forward in ray right, 

1 thankeyou all, and heere difmiflc you all. 

And ro theloucandfauour ofmy Country, 

Commit my felfe, my per/on , and the caufe. 

Rome beasiuft and gracious vnto me® 

As l am confidentandkinde to thee. 

Open the gatewhd let me in. 

HaJctAWt, Tribunes and me a poore Competitor. 

They gee vp me the Senate hon/e B 

Enter a Captafae* 

Romaines make way, the j;ood Andrenictts, 

Patron of vertue, Romes bcft Champion : 

Succesfull in the batta jles that he fightes, 

Withhonourand with fortune isreturnd. 

From where he fircumfcribedwith his fwordj- 
And brought toyoabe theenemiesofRoaie. 



Sound Dremmet and Trumpets, and then enter two of Titu* 
fonnes, andthen two men hearing a Coffmcsuercd with black* ,the» 
mo Other (otmes,theu T kus A ndrcnicus W then Tamorar^ 
Queene of Gothes ar.d her tnofctiKc:, Chiron ^Demetrius®. 
with Aron the Mere,and othits many can be ythenfet downs 
ihc C 'tgjilti andTimfp.ea^ct, 

A l rum 



I 
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Tbe mojl lamentable Trage die 

Titus* Haile Rome, Victorious in thy mournining fteedfe 
Loe as the barkc that hath difehargd his fraught, 

Returnes with precious lading to the bay. 

From whence at firft ihc wayed her anchorage.* 

Commeth AnAronieut bound with Lawrellb®wc% 

To refalute his country with his tcares, 

Teares of true ioy for his returnc to Rome, 

Thou goeat defender of this Capitoll, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend. 
Romaines,offiueand twenty valiant Tonnes, 

Halfe of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poore remaines aliue and dead ! 

T hefe that iuruiue, let Rome reward with lone : 

Thefc that I bring vnto their latefr home. 

With buriall amongft their aunccftors. 

Heere Oothes haue giuen me leaue to /heath my fwotd, 
Titus vnkindc, and careles of thine owne, - 
Why fufferft thou thy fonnef vnburied yet. 

To houer on the dread full Ihorc of Stix? 

Make way to lay them by their brcthcrcn* 

They open (he Tembe, 

There greetein filence as the dead are wont. 

And fleepe in peace, flaine in your Countries warres i 
O facred receptacle ofmy ioyes. 

Sweet Cell of v ertue and Nobilitie, 

How many fonnes ofraine haft thou in (lore, 

That thou wilt neucr render to me more i 
Lucius, Giue vs the proudeft prifoner ofthc Gothes, 

That we may hew hislirabcs, and on a pile 
Ad manutfratrumy facrifice hisflefh : 

Before this earthy prifon of their bone*, 

That fo the ihadowes be not vnapeafd. 

Nor wc diftur bd with prodigies on earth. * 

Tnis 
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of Titus Andrdlticui* 

r Titus, I giue him y ou, the nobleft that furujh^ 
The eldeft fonneof b* s diftreffed Quecne. 

Tame.Stay Romaine brethren, gracious conquerefg 
Victorious Titus, rue the teares I /bed, 

A mothers teares in paflion for her fonne : 

And if thy fonnes were euer deere to thee. 

Oh thinke my fonne to be as deere to mec. 

Sufficcth not that we are brought to Rome 
To bcautifie th y triu mphs, and returne 
Captiuc to thee, and to thy Romaine yoake, 

But muft my fonnes be flaughtered in theftreetes. 

For valiant doings in their Countries caufe ? 

O if to fight for king and common wealc, 

Were piety in thine, itis in thefe: 

AuAromcus ftainenot thy to tube with blood.. 

Wilt thou draw neerelhe nature ofthe GodsV 
Draw ncere them-then in being mercifiill . 
Sweetmercy is Nobilitiestrue badge. 

Thrice noble Titus /pare my firft borne fonn?^ 

Titus. Patient your felfc Madam, and pardon roe. 
Thefe are their brethren, whosne you Gothes beheld 
A liue and dead, and for their bretheren flaine, 
Religioufiy they askfa facrifice t 
To this your fonne is mark t and die he muft, 

T appeafe their groning /hadowes that are gone® 
[Lucius. Away with him and make a fire ftraight. 
And with our fwortfs vpon a pileofwood, 
l<et s hew his lirobestill they be deanc con/umde. 

Exit Titut fenttes with Alar but , 

Taltsora „ O cruell irreligious piety. 

CbtroH. Was euer Scythia halfe fo barbarous? 
fftme. Oppofrnot Scythia to ambitious Rome, 
Alar bus goes to reft, and we furuiue, 

To tremble vnder Titus threajninglock* 



tfvj I 



. The mod lamentable Tragedk 

Then Madam (land refolu’d,but hope withal!. 

The felfe fame Gods that armde the Quee-ne of Troy 
With oportunitieof/harpe reuenge 
Vpon the Thracian T y rant in his T ent, 

May fauour 7*^»»er«theQ«eenc ofGothcsj 
(WhcnGothes wereGothes, and Tsatora was Qucene) 

To quitthe bloody wrongs vpon her iocs. 

Enter the Jenna of Andronicus agairtt. 

Lucius , See Lord and father how we haoe performs 
Our Roinaine rightcS, Ai^rlruthmbs are lopt, 

And intrals feedc the facrififing fire, 

Whofc fmoke like incenfe doth perfume the skie* 
Remaineth nought but to interreour bretbereo, 

And with lowdlarutns welcome theta to Rome, 

Titus. Let it be fo, andlct Anar emeus 
Make this his Iateft farewell to they r foules* 

Sound trumpets, nudity the Ceffn tntbe Tombs* 

In peace and honour reft y ou heere my fonnes, 

Romes readieft Champions, repofc y ou here in reft. 

Secure from worldly chaunces and mi/haps : 

Here lurks no (reafon, hereno enuiefwels. 

Here grow no damned grudgges, here arc no ftormes, 

No noyfe, but filcnceandeternall fleen^ 

In peace and honour reft you heere tnylonnes. 

Enter Lauinta. 

Laui* In peace and honour, liue Lord Titus long, 

My noble Lord and Father liuc in fame: . 

Loeatthis Totnbe my tributarieteares, 

I render for my brethcrens obfequies : 

And at thy fecte I knede, with tcarcsofioy 
Shed on the earth for thy returne to %jtu$t+ 

O blefle me heere with thy vifhwiou s hand, 
whofc fortunes Romos beft Cittizen s applauldo 

Thus. Kind ^em,that haft thus loumgly Kierude^ 
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of Tims Andronicus. 

The cordiallof mine age to glad my hart, 

Lauinia liue, outliue thy fathers dayes. 

And Fames eternall date for vermes praife.' 

Marcus. Long liue Lord Titus , my beloiied brother* 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome* 

Tttus. Thankes gentle Tribune, noblcbrother Marcus 
Macut. And welcome Ncphewsfrom fucceffull wats. 
You that furuiue, and you that fleepe in fame : 
FaireLordsyourfortuncsare alikeinall, 

Thatinyour Countries feruicc drew your fwords. 

But fafer triumph isthisfunerall pompe. 

That hath afpirde to Colons happines, 
Andtriumphsouerchaunceinhonorsbed. 

Titu • Andr omens, the people of Rome, 

Whofcfrieridin iuftice thou haft cuerbenc, 

Send thee by me their T ribune and their truft. 

This Palliament of white and fpotleiTe hue, 

And name thee in election for the Empire, 

With thefc our late deccafed Empcrours fonnes : 

Be £i»<Wrf/»rtben,andputiton, 

Andhclpetofct a head on headles Rome. 

Titus . A better head her glorious body fits. 

Then his, that /hakes for age and feeblcncs : 

What lhould I d’on this robe and troub'loyou, v 

Be chofen with proclamations ro day, 

To morrow yecld vp rule, refigne my life. 

And fet abroad new bnfines for you all. s ' 

Romelhaue bene thy Souldier forty yeares, 

Andlcd my Countries ftrength fuccesfully. 

And buried one and twenty valiant fonnes, 

Knightedin Field, flaipc manfully in Armes, 

In right and feruice of theirnoble Countrie : 

Giue mea ftaffc of Hono«rfor mine age. 

But not a fceptcr to centroule the world, 

B Vpright 
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The moftlantcntableTragcdie 

Vpright he held it Lords, that held it laft. 

M&i'ctts. 77^1, thou (halt obtaine and aske the Eroperic. 

Satur . ‘ Proud and ambitious T ribunc canft tho u tell? 

Thus. Patience Prince Saturmnus. 

Satur, Romaines doe me right. 

Patricians draw your fwords and lheath them not 
TtH Saturn inns be Romes Emperour : 

Andronicus would thou wert Ihipt to hell. 

Rather then rob rnc of the peoples harts, 

Lucius. Pro ud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble minded 7T/#r mcancs to thee. 

Titus. Content thee Prince,! will reftore to thee 
Thepcoples harts, and wcane them from thenafclues. 

Bafti*n. Andronicus^ I doe not flatter thee. 

But honour thee, and will do till ! die : 

My faftion if thou ftrengthen with thy friend, 

Iwtllmoft thankfull be, and thankstomcn 
Of noble mindes, is honorable ffieede. 

Thus. People of Rome, andpeoplesTribuheshero, 

I aske your voyces and your fuffr ages, 

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicu^ 

Tribunes. To gratifiethc good Andronicus , 

And gratulate his fafe returne to 'Rjme, 

The people will accept whome he admits. 

Titus t Tribunes I thankey ou, and this futelmake, 
That you create yourEmperours eldeftfonnc. 

Lord Satuminey whofe vertues will 1 hope, 

Rtfleft on %jme as T ytans rayes on earth, 

And ripen iuftice in this common wcalc : 

Then ifyou will cleft by my aduife, 

Crownehtm, and fay, long liueour Emperour. 

Marcus. Lin. With voyces and jipplaufe of cuery fort, 
Patricians and PI ebeans we create 
X*oid Saturnisms Romes great Emperour. 



of Tit us Andr onicusl 

And (vfiLottg Hue our Emperour Saturnine. ^ 

Saturn. Titus Andronicus, ter thy fauours done, 

To vs in our eleftion this day, 

I giuctheethankesinpartofthydefcrts. 

And will with deeds requite thy gentlcnes : 

And for an onfet Titus to aduancc 
Thy name, and honorable familie, 

Lauinia will I make my Empreffc, 

•ffMwwroyall Miftris, Miftris of my hart. 

And in the facred Pathan her efpoufe i 

Tell me Andromeus doth this motion pleafe thee? 

Titus, It doth my worthy Lord, and in this match, 

I hold me highly honoured of your Grace, 

And hecre in fight of Rome,to Saturnine, 

King and Commander ofour common weale, 

T he wide worlds Emperour, doe I confecrate. 

My fword,my Chariot, and my prifonets, . 

Prefents well worthy %omts impcriall Lord : 

Receiuc them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine honours Enfignes humbled at thy feete* 

Satur. Thankes noble Titus,Fatherof my life. 

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts 
Rornei hall record, and when 1 do forget 
Thcleaftofthcfevnfpeakable deferts, 

Romans forget your feal tie tome, 

Tttus, Now Madam arcyouprifoner toan Emperour, 

To him that for your honour and your ftatc. 

Will vfe you nobly andyour followers. 

Satur. A gooly L ady , tr u ft me of the hue 
That I would cboofe, were i to choofe a new : 

Cleere vpfairc Qucene that cloudy countenance, 

Though chanceof war hath wroughtthis change ofchcerc, 
Thou cotnfl not to be made a fcoi ne in Rome: 

Princely (hall be thy vfage eucry way. 

B 2 Reft 



7 be mo ft lament able Tr age die 

Reft on my word, and let not difcontent 
Daun t all y olir hopes : M adame he comforts you , 

Can make you greater then theQueeneof Gothesi 
Lauittia you are not difplcafd with this. 

Lattinia. Notlmy Lord,fith true Nobilitie, 
Warrants thefc words in princely curtefic. 

Satar. Thankes fweete Lamm a, Romanslctys »oe, 
Raunfomles hcere we fet our prifoners free, 

Proclaime our honours Lords with trumpe and Drum. 
Baftianus. Lord Thus by your leaue, this maid is mine. 
Titus. How fir, are you incarneft then my Lord* 
Bafsia . I noble TirwJ.andrefolu’d withall. 

To doe my felfe this reafon and this right. 

Marcus, Suum euiauam is our Rorftanc iuftice, 

This Prince in iuftice ceazeth but his owne. 

Lucius. And that he will andfliall,if A»««jliuc. 
Thus. T ray tors auaunt, where is the Empcrours gard? 
Treafon my Lord, Lauiniaii furprifdc, 

Satur. Surprifde, by whom©? 

"Bafsta. By himthatiuftly may 
Bearc his betrothd,from all the world away* 

tAiutiut. Brothers Lelpc to conuey her hence away, 
And with ray fword Uekecpethisdoorcfafe. 

Titus. Follow my Lord, and He foone bring her back, 
Mutiut. My Lord you paflenotheere. 

Titus . What villain* boy, batft memy way in Rome? 
Mutiut Helpe Luctus helpe. He kills him, 

Lucius, My Lord you arc vniuft, and mare then fo, 

In wrongfull quarrell you haue flaine your fonne, 

Titus. Nor thou, r.or he are any fonnes of mine. 

My fonnes would neuer fo dishonour me. 

Tray tor reftorc Lauinia to the Emperour. 

Lucius. Dead if you will but not to be his wife# 
Thatisauothers lawful! promiftloue. 



ofTt wAndronicM, 

Enter aloft the Emperour with T amor a and her two 
fonnes* and Aron the Moore. 

Emperour , No Titus, no, the Emperour needs her not, 
Nor her,nor thee, nor any of thy ftocke : 
lie truft by ieifure him that mocks mepnee, 

Thee neuer, nor thy trayterous haughty fonnes. 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was none in Rome to make a ftale 

But Saturnine? VuWvJcll'Andromcitt 

Agree thefe deeds, with thatproud bragge ef thine, 

Tiiat faidft I begd the Eropireat thy hands. 

TttHS. O monftrous* what rcprochftill words are thelcr 

Satur. But goe thy wayes.goe giuethat changing peecc. 
To him that flourilht for her with hi* fword : 

A valiant fonne in lavtf thou fhalt enioy. 

One, fit to bandy with thy lawlefle fonnes. 

To ruffle in the Common- wealth of Rome. 

Titus. Thefe words are razor* to my wounded hart. 

Satur AndthereforclouelyTrfwor^QiieeneofGoches, 
That like the ftately Thebe mongQ. her Nimphs, 

Doft ouerfhine the gallant’ft Dames of Ro me. 

If thou be pleafd with this my fodaine choyfe. 

Behold I choofe thee Tumor a for my Bride, 

And will create cheeEmpercflcofRomc. 

Speake QueeneofGothes doft thou applaud my choyfe? 
And heere I fweare by all the Romaine Gods, 

S»th Prieft and holy water are foneere, 

And tapersburne {o bright, and euery thing 
Inreadinesfor Hymeneus (land, 

I willnot refalute the ftrects of Rome, 

Or climemyPailace,til from forth this place, 

I lead efpoufde my Bride along with ms. 

T *mora? And heere in fight of heauen to Rome 1 fweare. 
If Saturnine aduancqche Qusene of Gothcs, 

R 3 She* 







The moJI lamentable Tragcdic 

She wiU a handmaid be to his defires, 

A louing Nur fe, a Mother to his youth. 

S««, Afcend faite Queene, Panthean Lord$,accompany 
Your noble Emperour and his louely Bride, 

Sent by theheauens for Prince Saturnine, 
Whofewifdome hath her Fortune conquered. 

There Ihall we conlummatc our fpoufall rites. 

Exeunt omntt. 

Titus. I am not bid to waitovpdn thisBride, 

Tttut when wert thou wont to walke alone, 

Difhonoured thus and challenged of wrongs? 

Enter Marcus and Thus fonnes. 

Marcus, O Tttut fee ! O fee what thou halt done! 

In a bad quarrell flainea vertuous fonne. 

Titus. Nofoolifh Tribune, no jNofonneofmine, 

Nor thou, nor thefe, confederates in the deede, 

That hath diihonoured all our Family, 

Vnworthy brother, and rnworthy fonnes. 

Lucius. Butletvsgiuehiniburiall as becomes: 

Giue Mutius buriall with our bretheien. 

Titus . Traytors away, he refts not in this tombe } 

This monument fiue hundreth y cares hath Hood, 

Which I haue fumptuoufly reedified : 

Hccrenone but Souldiers and Romes Seruitors, 
Repofeinfame :None bafelyflaine inbraules. 

Bury him where you can he comes not heere. 

Marcus. My Lord this is impiety in you. 

My N ephew tJMutsus deeds do plead for him. 

He mult be buried with his brctheren. 

Titus two founts fpeak**’ 

And Ihall, or him we will accompany. 

Titus. And ihall! What villaine-was it 
Tit hi forme fpeakeSi 

He that would vouch it ia any place but heere. 

* * *1 



fpake that word? 






of Tim An dr aniens, 

Titus What would you bury him in my defpight? 
Marcus. No noble fit as but in treat of thee. 

To pardon Mutius , and to bury him. 

Tttus. LMarcus , Euen thou haft ftrokevpon my creft. 
And with thefe boyes mine honour thou haft wounded. 

My foes I doe repute you euery one. 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

3. Sonne. He is not with himfelfe, let vs withdraw, 
e Sonne. Not I till Mutius bones be bui ied. 

The brother and the fonnes tyer/e. 

CMarcus. Brother, for in thatname doth nature plead 
I.Some, Father, and in thatname doth na ture fpcake. 
Titus. Speakethounomorcifall the reft will fpeede.. 
CMar. Renowned Titus more then halfe my foulc, 

Latins, Deate Father, foule and fubflance c f vs all. 
(Allarc. Suffer thy brother (Jltarcus to interre 
His noble nephew heere in vertnes neftj 
That died in honour and Laumis caufe. 

Thou art a Romaine be not barbarous : 

The Grcekes vpon aduife did bury Atax 
That flew himfelfe : and wife Laertes fonne* 

Did gracioufly plead for his Funerals: 

Let not young Manus then that was thy ioy. 

Be bard his entrance heere. 

Titus, Rife Marcus > rife, 

The djfmalft day i s this that ere I fa w, 

To be diflionortd by my fonnes in Rome: 

Well bury him, andbury me the next. 

They put hint in tbcTcmbc. 

Lucius, Therelic thy bonesfweet Mutius with thy friends 
Till we with Trophees doadorncthy tombe. 

They all \neele and fay. 

No man (bed teares for nobl t, Mutius, 

He liues in fame that dide in vertues caufe. 

Exit 
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The mojl lamentable T Uge Me 

Exit all but M areas andTttus. 
fe. Marcus. My Lord to ftcp out of thefe driric dumps, 
How comes it that the fubtile Queene of g other. 

Is of a fodaine thus aduaned in Rome? 

Titus* 1 know not Marcus: bud know it if, 

( Whether by deuife or no) the heanens can tell , 

Is flic not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought herforthis high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor, Tamora and hsr two founts, with the Mttre 
at one dtore * Enter at the other doore Bajstanus and 
Lautnia with others. 

Saturn. So Bafs tonus, you h aue plaid your prize, 

God giuc youioy fir of your gallant Bride. 

r Ba\si. And you of yours my Lord.I fay no more, 
Norwich no lefle, and fo Icakemy leaue. 

Satur. Tray tor, if Rome hauclaw,ot wc haue power, 
Thou and thy fa&ion lhall repent this Rape. 

Bafsta. Rape call you it my Lord, to ccafe my ownc, 
My true betrothed loue, and now my wife? 

But let tbe lawcsof Rome determine all* 

Meant while lam polled ofthatisminc. 

Satur. Tis good fir, you are very fhort with VS, 

But if we liuc weele be as (barpe with yop. 

B apian. My Lord,whatI haue done asbeft I may, 
Anfwere I muff, and lhall do with my life, 

Onel y thus much I giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Tuns heerc, 

Is in opinio* and in honour wrong’d. 

That in the refeue oiLamwa, 

With his ownc hand did flay hu youngeft fontw, 

In zcalc to you,and highly tnou’d to wrath* , — 



of Titus An drontcusl 

To be contrould in that he frankely gaue, 

Receauc him then to fauour Saturnine , 

That hath exprefthimfelfe in all his deedcs 

AFatherandafffendtotheeandRorae. 

Titus. Prince "Bafsianus lcaae to plead my deeds, 

Tis thou, and thofe,that haue diflionouted me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue loud and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora. My worthy Lord if euer Tamara, 

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine, 
Thcnheare me fpeake indifferently forall: 

And at my fute ( fweete) pardon what is pad. 

Satur* What Madam, bedifhonoured openly. 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora* Not fo my Lord, the Gods of Rome forfend 
I (hould be Author todi/honour you. 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake, > 

For good Lord 7V««innocencein all : 

Whofefury not diffembled fpeakes his griefes ; 

Then at my fute looke gracioufly on him, 

Loofc not fo noble a friend on vaine fuppofc, 

Nor with fowre lookes afflitt his gentle heart. 

My Lord, beruld by me, be wonncatlaff, 

Difl'emble all your griefes and difeontents, 

You are but newly planted inyour Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

Vpcnaiuft furuay take Tituspmt, 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yedd at in treats, and then let me alone 
Ilefindeaday to maflacre them all. 

And race their faftion and their familie. 

The cruell Father, and his traytrousfonnes, 

To whomel fuedformy deerefonneslife. 




The mofl IamentahleT rage die 

And make them know what tis to let a Qucene 
Kneele in the ftrectes, and beg for grace in vainc. 

Come, come, fweet Emperour, (come At dr omens ) 

Take vp this good old man, and cheere the heart, 

T hatdies in terrpeft of thy angry fro vvne. 

King. Rile 7««j,rife, my Empreflc hath preuaild. 

7 'a us, Ithanke) our maieftie.andhermy Lord. 

Thcfe words, thefe loakes.infufc new life in mc» 

Tamora. Tuns I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 

And muft aduife the Empercurfor his good. 

This day all quarrels die Andromeur, 

And 3 ct it beminc honour go^d iny Lord, 

Thar I haue reconcil’d your friends and you. .> 

For you Prince Bafsianus, I haue pall 
My w ord" and promife to the Eraperour, 

That you will be more milde and traftable. 

And fearc not Lords : and you L amnia , 

By my aduife all humbled on your knees. 

You lhall aske pardon of his Maieftie. 

Alt. Vv’e doe, and vow to Iieauen, and to his highnes, 
That what we. did, was mildly as we might, 

T endring our fillers honour and ourowne. 

CMarc. That on mine honour hcere I do protefh 
King. Away and talkc not, trouble vs no more. 

Tamora .Nay , nay, fweet Emperour, we mull all be friends- 
^ "I ribuas and his Nephews kneele for grace, 

1 will not be denied, fweethart looke back. 

King. Marcus, forthy fakeandthybrothersheerc, 

And at my loucly Tamoras intreats, 

I doe remit thefe young mens haynous Cults, 

Stand vp : Lanins a, though you left me like a churle, 

I found a friend, and fureasdeathlfwore, 

I would n or part a Batchilei from the prieft. 

Come, 
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Come iftheEmperours court canfeafttwo Bridesj 
You are my gueft Lauinia, and your friends : 

This day fhall be a loue-day Tamora. 

Titus. Tomorrow anditplcafcyour Maieftie, 

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me. 

With home and hound, weele giueyour grace bon tour* 
Saturn. Be it fo Titus, and gramercy to. Exeunt 

foftndTrumpetf,manet Meore. 

Aren. Now climeth Tamora Olympus toppe, 

Safe out of F ortunes Iho t , and fits aloft, 

Secure of thunders crackeor lightning flalh, 

Aduanc’d abouepale enuies threatning reach, 

As when the golden funne falutes the mornc. 

And hauing gilt the Ocean with his beames. 

Gallops the Zodiac kc in his glittering coach. 

And ouer-lookes the higheft piering hills. 

So Tamora. 

Vpon her wit doth earthly honour waite, 
Andvcrtueftocpesand trembles athet frowne. 

Then Aron arme thy hart, and fit thy thoughts. 

To mount aloft with thy Emperiall Mittris, 

And mount her pitch, whome thouin triumph long 
Haft prifoner held,fcttrcd in amorous chaines, 

And fafter bound to Arons charming eyes, 

Thenis Prometheus tide to Caucaftts. 

Away withflauilh weedes and idle thoughts, 

3 will be bright and fhine in pearle and gold, 

To waite vpon this new made Empcrefte. 

To waite faid 1 ? to wanton with thisQueene, 

This Goddefle, this Semerimis, this Queene, 

This Syren, that will charme Romes Saturnine, 

And feehisttiipwracke,and his Common- weales. 

Hollo, what ftorme is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Demetrius hramttg. 
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D.’mt. Chirsn thy yeres want* wit, thy wit 
And manners to intrude where I am grac 
And may for ought thou knoweftaffe&ed 
Chtron . D metrics , thou dooft ouerweene in all, 
Andfoin this, Co beare me downs with braucs, 

Tis not the differenceof ayere orcwo 
Makes me lefle gracious, or thee more 
I am as able, and as fit as thou, 

To feme, and to de feme ray Miftris grace, 

And that my fwordvpontheefhall app 
And plead my paffions for L««x»i4i loue* 

Moore Clubs, clubs, the felouers will not keep the peace, 
r Deme. Why boy, although our mother (vnaduizd) 
Gaueyoua daunfing rapier by your fide, 

Are y ou fo defprat grownc to threat yout friends? 

Goe too : haue your lath glued within your fhcath. 

Till you know better bow to handle it. . 

Chiron. Meane while fir, with the little skill I haue, 
Full well fhalc thou per ceiue how muchldare. 

Demet. Iboy,»rowyefobraue? they draw, 

Aron. Why how now Lords ) 

So neere the Empcrours pallace dare you draw 
Andmaintaincfuch a quarrell openly ? 

Full well I wote,the ground ofall this grudge, 

1 would not for a million ef gold, 

The caufe were knowne to them it mod concern es* 

Nor would your noble mother for much more 
Be fo difiionorcdinthe Court of Rome. 

For fliameputvp. 

Demet. Notl, tilllhanefheathd 
My rapier in his bofome, and withall 
Thrim Cnefe rcprochfull fpeeches downe his throat, 

That he hath breathd in my di/honour he ere, 

Chiron. For that Iaroprepard,andfullrefoludc, 

Fouls 



of Tim Androniciitl 

Foule fpoken Coward.thatthundreft with fhy tongue. 
And with thy weapon nothing durft pcrformc, 

Moore, Away 1 fay* 

Now by the Gods that warlike golhes adore, 

This petty brabble will vndoo vs all : 

Why Lords, and thinke you nothow dangerous 

It is to iet vpon a Princes right s' 

What is Lwinia then become fbloofc* 

Or Bafsianw fodegeneratc. 

That for her loue fuch quarrelsmay be broeht. 

Without controulement,iuftice, oireuenge? 

YoungLords beware, and fhould the Emprefleknow, 
Thisdifcords ground, the muficke would not pleafe. 

Chiron. I care not I, knew fhe and all the world, 

I loue Lamnia more then all the world. (choife 

‘Demet. Youngling learne thou to make fome meaner 
Luma is thine elder brothers hope. 

Moore. Why areyemad ? or know yenotinRome, 
How furioSusandimpatient they be. 

And cannot brooke competitors in loue ? 

I tell you Lord$,you doc but plotyoar deaths. 

By this deuife. 

Chiron. Aron, A theufand deaths would I propofe,. 

To atchicuc her whome I do loue. 

Aron, Toatchieucher,how? 

Demetri. Why, makes thou it fo ftrange? 
Sheeisawoman, therefore maybe woo’d, 

Shee is a woman, therefore may be wonne, 

Shee is Lauinia therefore mud be lou’d. 

Whatman, more water glideth by the mill 
Then wots theMillerof,andeafie it is, 

Ofacutloafeto ftealea if iue we know : 

Though Bafsianusbz theEmpcroursbrothcr, 

Better tiien he haue wornc Vtikant badge, 
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Moore* I, andas good a Saturnine may. 

Demet. Then why fhould he difpairethatknowcsfo 
With words, falrelookes, and liberality? (courtit 

What haft not thou full often ftrucke a Doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the Keepers nofe ? 

Moore Why thenitfeemesfomecertainefnatchorfo 
Would feruc your turnes. 

Chiron . Ifotheturne wereferued. 
t Demet % /iron thou haft hit it. 

Moore. Would ycu had hit ittoo, 

Then fhould not we be tirde with thisadoo. 

Why harkeyee,harkeyee,andareyoufuch 
To fquarefor this ? would it offend you then 
That both Ihouldlpeede? 

Chiron. Faith not me- 
Demet. Norme,foI wirreone* 

Ann. For ihame be friends, and ioytre 
Tis pollideand ftratageme muft doe 
That you affeft, and fomuft you refolue 
That whatyou cannot as you would 
Youmuftperforceaccomplilh asyouir 
Take this cfme^Lucrece was not more 
Then this Lauinia, ’Bafttattm loue. 

A fpeedier courfethislingringlangnifhment 
Muft we perfue, and I haue found the path : 

My Lords, a folemne hunting is in hand. 

There will the loucly Roman Ladies troops 
The fotreft walkcs are wide and fpacious. 

And many vnfrequented plots there are. 

Fitted by kinde for rape and villanie j 
Singleyou thither then this dainty P~ 

And ftrike her home By force if 
This way or not at all, ftand you in 
Come, come, our Enspreflc with 



of Titus Androntcusl 

To villaoieand vengeance confecrate. 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend, 

And flhe fhall file our engines with adui fe» 

That will not fuffer you tofquarc your felues. 

But to your willies height aduanceyou both. 

The Hroperours court is like the houfs of fame, 
ThepallacefulloftongueSjofeyes, ofeares: 

The woods are ruthles, dreadfull, deafe, and d ull : 

There fpeake, andflrike braueboyes, and take your turaes> 
There ferue your luft, Aiadowedfroin heauens eye, 
Andreuell in hauinias treafurie. 

Chiron. Thy coudfeH lad fmells of no co wardife. 

Demet . Safas out nefas , till I finde t.he ftreame. 

To eoole this heat, a charms tocalme their fits . 

Per Stigiajper manesHebor* Exeunt* 

Titus Andronicus and his three former making ' 
a noyfe veiih bounds and home. 

Titus. Thehuntisvp.themorneisbrightandgray, 
The fields arefragrant, and the woods are greene, 

Vn couple heere, and let vs make a bay. 

And wake the Emperonr, and his loucly Bride, 

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peak, 

That all the court may eccho with the noyfe. 

Sonnes let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

Toattend the Emperoursperfon carefully : 

I haue bene troubled in my fleepe this night, 
But<dawningday new comfort hath infpirde. 

Heere a cry of houndes , and winde homes in a peale^ then enter 
Saturnisms, Tamorao Taffianus Ljmma,Chaen : De- 
metrius } and their Attendants . 

Titus. Many good morrewestoyourmaieftie. 

Madam to you as many and as good . 

Igremifedyour Grace, a Hunters peak, 

Satur. 









The wojl UmntableTragcdk 

Saturnine* And you hauerung ic luftilymy Lords^ 
Somewhat to early for new married Ladies, 

Bafsia. Lauwta, how fay you 5? (more. 1 

Lauinia* I fay no :I baue bene broad awake twohouie$& 
Satur * Come on then, horfe and Chariots let vs haue, 
And to our fport: Madam, now fhallyefee* 

Our Romainc hunting. 

Mar cut* I haue doggs my Ldrd, 

Will rouze the proadeft Panther in the Chafe, 

And clime the higheft promontary top, 

Titus* Andlhaue horfe will follow wherethegatnc 
Makes way, and runneslike fwallowes ore the plains. 

Deme* Cbironwe hunt not we, with horfe nor hound 
But hope to plucke ajdainty Doe to ground, Sxmn 

Enter Aren alone* 

Moore . He that had wit would thinkethat Ihadnone, 
To bury fo much gold vnder a tree, 

And ncuer after to inherited. 

Lethim that thinks ofmefoabicftly, 

Know that this gold mud coinea ftratageme. 

Which cunningly effe£led,will beget 
A very excellent peeceof vill any : 

And fo repofe fweet gold for their v,nreft> 

That haue their almes out of the EmprcfTc Cheft. 

Enter Tamora alone to the tJMoore* 

7 amor a. My louely Aron, wherefore look’ft thou fad, 
When euery thing doth make a glcefull boaft ? 

The birdschaunt melody on euery bu/h, 

The Snhke lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

The greeneleaues quiuer with the cooling windc. 

And make a checkerd fhadow on the ground : 

Vnder their fweet fhade, Aron let vs fit, 

And whilft the babling Ecchoe mocks the hounds* 
Replying fhrilly to the weB tun’d homes, 



of Titus An foonicM* 

Asifa doublehunt were heard at once. 

Let vs fit downe and marke their yellowing noyfe: 

And after conflict filch as wasfuppofde 
The wandrin g Prince and Dido once eflioyed. 

When with a happy ftormo they were furprifde. 

And curtaind with a counfaile- keeping Caue> 

Wemay each wreathed in the others armes, 

( Our paftimesdone) pofTefle a golden {lumber, 

Whiles hounds and homes, and fweet melodious birds 
Re vntovsas isaNurfesfong 
Of Lullabie, tobring her Babe afieepe. 

Aron. Mad; me, though Venus gouernc your deni es* 
Saturveis domirutor euermine: 

What fignifirs my deadly (landing eye, 

My filence,ar<dmy cloudy melancholic, 

M y fl eece of Wool Iy haire that n 0 w vric nrles* 

Luen as an Adder when fhe doth vrirowle 
To do fomefatall execution ? 

No Madam, thefc are no veneriall fignes, 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in tn v hand. 

Blood and reuengc are hammering in my head, 

H arke Tamora the Empreffe of my fbule. 

Which neuer hopes morehcauenthenreftsinthce. 

This is the day ofdoome for Bafs/anus, 

His Afs'osee/muftioeie her tongue to day. 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her chaftity. 

And wafiuheir hands in Bajftanus blood, 

Sceft t hou this letter, take it vp I pray thee, 

Andgiue the King thisfatall plotted fcrowle, * 

Now queflionmenorrorc wearecfpied, 

Heere comes a parcell of our hopefull booty. 

Which dreads not yet their Iiues deflru&ion, 

Enter Baflianus and Lauinia 

, fweeterta me then life.' 

Moore* 



Tamora, Ah my fweet eMi 
D 



7 be mo (l lamentable Tragedie 

Moore. No more great Etnpteffe, Haftianut comes, 

Be crofTe with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
Tobackethy quarrell what foerc they be, 

Si fsi/t. Who bane we hecre? Romes royal! EmprefTe, 

V nfurnifhtofour well befeeming troupe ? 

Oris it 13 iatt habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy Groues, 

Tofee the gencrall hunting in this Forreflf 
Tamara. Sawciecontroulerofourpriuatefleps, 

Had I thepower,that fomefay Dian had, 

Thy temples Ihould be planted prefently, 

With homes as was^?e<w,and the hounds. 

Should driue vpon hisriew tranfformed limbes,' 
Vnmannerlv intruder as thou art. 

Lauttna- V nder your patience gentle EmprefTe, 

Tis thought you hdue a goodly gift in horning, 

And to be doubted that your Moore and you, 

Arefingledforthtotry experiments: 

loue fhie’d your husband from his hounds to day, 

'Tis pitty they fhonldtakchimfcra Stag, 

Baft tan. Belecue me Queene your (warty Cymerion, 
Doth make your honour of his bodies hue. 

Spotted, detefled,and abhominable. 

Why arc you fecjueflreG from all yourtrame? 
Difmountedfrom yourfnow white goodly (feed, 

And wandred hither to an obfeure plot. 

Accompanied withabarbarous Moore , 

If foale defire had not condi- fted you ? 

Lmima. A nd being intercepted in your fporC, 
G.eatreafonthatmy noble Lord berated 
Fcr faufines, I pray you let vs hence, 

And let her ioy her Raucn cu'.lourcd lone. 

This valley fits the purpofe paffing well. 

Baffin. The King my brother lhalihaucnotice ofelis. 

LmMi u 
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I,forthefe flips hauemadehim noted long, h 
Good King to be fomightilypbufed. 

Queene ♦ Why I ha ue patienceto endureall this. 

Enter Chiron andT)emetri»t. 

Dene. How noyvdecrefoueraigne&our gracious mother 
Why doth your Highnes looke fo pale and wan? 

Queene. Haue I not reafon think e you to looke pale 
Thefe two haue tyced me hither to this place, 
Abarren,deteftedvaleyou fee it is, 

The trees though Somnaer, yet forlorne and leanc. 

Ore come with mofie and baleful 1 MifTclto. 

Heere ncuerfhines the Sunne,heere nothing breeds^ 
Vnlefle the nightly Owle or fatall Raucn * 

And when they fhowdtnc this abhorred pit. 

They told me heereatdead time of the night, 

A thoufand feinds, a thoufand hilling (hakes. 

Ten thoufand fwelling toades, as many vrehins, 

Would makcfuchfearefull and confufed cries. 

As any mottall body hearing it 

Should ilraite fall mad, or elfe diefuddainely* 

No fooncr had they told this hellifh tale, 

But flrait they told me they would blade me heere, 

Vnto the body of a diftnall Eyve, 

And leaue me to this miferable death. 

And then they calldme fouleadulterefle, 

Lafcsuious Goth, a ud all the bittereft tearmeS, 

That euer care did heare to fuch effe ft. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come. 

This vengeance on me had they executed : 

Reuenge it as you loue your mothers life, 

Orbe ye not henceforth cald my children. 

Demet. This is a witnes tbatlamtbyfonne. ftabhim. 
Chiron , And this for me ftrook home to fhe winy ftrength 
Laubia.l come Scmerarnisjiiav Barberou* Tamora. 
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For no name fit s thy nature but thy owne. 

Tam'ora. Giue me thy pony ard, you fhal know my boye$ 
Yoivr mothers hand (ball right your mothers wroAg. 
D?mei. Stay Madam. heere is more belongs to her, 
FiTFchrafh the corn', then after burne the ftiaw ; 

This minion flood vponhtrchaft cy, 

Vpon lHrNiiptia-1 vow,herloya!tie. 

And with that pair ted hope, brauesyour mightines, 

Ar.d fliall Ihecarry this vnto her graue? 

Chiron. And if Ihedoe, I would I wereanEuenuke, 
Drag hence her husband tofomefccrethole, 

And make his dead trunkepiflow to oui luft. 

ifamora. But wlien ye hauc the honny we defire. 

Let not this wafpeout- Hue vs b th to fling. 

£btron. I warrant you Madatn we will make that fure* 
Come iBrftris,now perforce we will enioy, 

That nice preferuedhonefl'c of yours. 

L'iuinia. Oh T&tnoraffiti u bearefta Wotnarfu face. 
Tamora\ I will not he.ire her fpeake, away with her. 
Lm;n-i. Sweet Lords in treat her heart nic bura word. 
Dswet. Liflenfaire ^ladamJctit be your glory 
Tefee hertearcs, blithe your hartto them 
As vnrcleuting flinttodrops of raine. 

Lmmia. When did thcTi&ers young ones teach the dim? 
O doe not le arne her wrath, ihe ta tight iMbce, 

The rr. ilke thou fuckft from her did turneco Marble, 
Euenatihy teat thou badflthy tyranny, * 

Y'teue.ry Mother breeds not fbnnes alike, ' 

Do thou intreat her flrew a woman pitty, (oaftard 

Chiron. What would ft thou hauenie prouemy feWea 
- L Tis true,theRauen doth nothatchaLarke, 

Ye r hauel heard, Oh could I fincie it now, 

Thel i.mmoued with pitty, didindurc 
Totiauehs princely pa vvespardeaU away. 







of Tims Andronicws. 

Some fay that Raucnsfofterforlomc children, 

Tre whilft their owne birds familh in their neits : 

C h be to methough thy hard hart fay no. 

Nothing fo kinde but fomethmg pittifull. 

Tmor*. I know not what it mearies,away with h c r. 

T auirM. Oh let cne teach theeformy fathers lake. 

That gauc theelife when well he might hauc flame thee. 

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf* eares. 

I Tamora. Hadft thou in per fon ncre offended me, 

Eueri for hisfakeam I pittilefTe. 

Remember boyes Ipowrd forth tearesmvame. 

To faue you r brother from the fac rifice. 

But fierce -Attirmem would not relent, 

T Kereftre away with her, and vfe her as you will. 

The woife to her, the better lou’d of me. 

Lauiei*. Oh T*mra be callda gentle Queene, 

And w ith thine owne hands kill me in thispUce, 
Fcrtisnctlifethatl hauebegdfo long, 

Pooie 1 was flame when 'Bufftiinu' dide. 

Tamora, WhatBigft thou then? fond woman let me goe> 
Lauinia Tis prekm death 1 beg, and one thing more. 

That womanhood denies my tongue to tell, 

Ohkeepeme frem their worfe then killing luft. 

And tumble me into fame loathfome pit, 

"Where neuer manseyemay behold my body. 

Doe this and be a charitable murderer, 

Tamora. So fhouldl rob my fweet fonnes of their fee. 

No, let them fatiffie their lull or. thee, 

T>e*net. Away,for thou haftftaid vs heere too long* 

L mini a. No grace, no womanhood, ah beafliy creature, 
The blot and enemy to our genera 11 name, 

Confufionfill— — (husband 

Chiron. Nay then He flop your mouth, biin g then hcr 
This is tie hole where Aron bid vs hide him, 
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Tamara* Farewellmy fonnes fee that you make her fi^ 

Nereletmy hart know merry cheere indeed. 

Till all the Adronicit be made a way : 

Now will I hence to feeke my 1 ouely Moore, 

And let my fplecnefull fonnes this Trull dcfloure» 

Enter Aronwithtrvo of Titus formes. 

Come on my Lords, the better foote before. 

Straight failll bring you to thelothfomepit. 

Where I efpied the Panther fall afleepc. 

Quintus* My fight is very dull what ere it bodes, 

CM art. And mine I promife you, were itnot forlhatw, 
"Well could Ileaueour fport to fleepea while. 

Quin. Whatarcthou fallen? w hat fubtile hole is this, 
Whofe mouth iscoueredwich rude growing briers, 

Vpon. whofc lcaues are drops of newlhed blood. 

As frelh as morning s de w diftil d on flowers, 

A very fatall place it feemes to me, 

Speake brother haft thou hurt thee with the fall? 

Marti* Oh brother, with the difmalft obiett. 

That euer eye withfightmadc hart lament. 

Aron* Now will I fetch the King to finde them heere,' 
That he thereby may haue a likely gefle, 

How thefe were they thatmade away his brother. Exit 
Marti . Whydoflnotcomfortme and helpemeout. 
From this vnhollow and blood ftained hole. 

Quint, I am furprifed with an vneouth feare, 

A chilling fweat orcruns my trcmblingioynts. 

My hare fufpe&s more then mine eie can fee. 

Mare. T o proue thou haft a true diuining hart, 

Aron and thou looke downc into this den, 
Andfeeafearefull fight of blood and death. 

Quint* At on is gone, and my cdmpafiionate hart, 

Will not permit mine eyes once to behold. 

The thing w herea t it trembles by f urraifs ? 
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Oh tell me how it is, for nere till now 
Was I a child , to feare I know not what. 

Maritm. Lord Bafsiantu lies embrewed heere, 

All on a beape like to a flaughtred Lambe, 

In this detefted darke bicod drinking pit. 

Qfiintui. If it be darke how dooft thou know tis he? 

Martins. Vpon his bloody finger he doth wcarc 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole : 

Which like a taper in fome monument, 

Doth Ihinevponthc dead mans earthly checkes. 

And (hewes the ragged intrailcs of this pit : 

So pale did Ihinc the Mcone on Piramus, 

W'hen he by night lay ba th’d in Maiden blood, 

G brother hclpe me with thy fainting hand. 

If feare hath made thee fain t, as mee it hath. 

Out of this fell deuourir.g receptacle, 

As hate full as Ocunsmxftic mouth. 

Quin. Reach me thy hand,that I may help thee oat. 

Or wanting ftrength to dot thee fornuch good, 

I may bepluckt into the fwallovving wombe, 

Of this deepc pit, poore bafnanus graue : 

I haue no ftrength to plut ke thee to the brink. 

CMartiuu^ox I no ftrength to dime without thy help* 

Quin. Thy hand once more, I will net loofeagajne, 

T ill thou art heere aloft, orl below , 

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee* 

Enter the Empty onr , Arenthe Moore. 

Satur. Along with me, llefee what holcis heere, 

And vi hat he is thatnowi$le3ptintoit. 

Say, who art thou that lately didftdefcend. 

Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 

Martins* The vnhappiefonneofold AndromptS) 

Erough t hither in a moft vnluckie hour e, 

’ t ' To 
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The m oft lumen table T ragcdic 

To finde thy brother Tafsiams dead. 

Satumin. My brother dead, I know thou doft butieft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not anhoure fince I left hira there, 

xJMart. Weknow not where you left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heere hauc we found him dead# 

Enter T amor a, Andrsmcuiand Lucius. 

Tamora. Where is my Lord the King? 

King. Here T. amora, though grieud with killing griefe. 
Tamora. Where is thy brother Bafciams} 

King, Now tothebottomedoft thou fear ch my wound, 
Poor/ Eafianui heere lies murthered, 

T amorc. Then all toolatel bring this fatal writ, 

The complot of this timcles Tragedte, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

Inpleafiug fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic. 

Shegtueth Saturnine aLetter . 

Satuminus reads the L etter , 

And if We mijfe to meete hira hanfsmsljy 
Sweet £(*«;/»>*,»« Baffianus tis rve meant. 

Due thou fo much as dig thegrauefor h-m. 

Thou tyova/} our meaning, lookf for thy reward. 

Among the nettles at the Elder tr ee. 

Which ouer-(hades the mouth of that fame pity 
Wnete we decreed to bury Baffianus, 

Doe this and pur chafe vs thy lajhngfrmds. 

King. Oh Tamora vs as euer heard the like? 

Thisis the pit,and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs ifyou can fin de the huntftnan out. 

That lhould.hauemurthercd Tafsianus heere. 

Aron,. My gracious Lord heere is tfie bag of gold, 

l 
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of T itus Andtonicus, 1 

King, Twoofthy’whelpes,fell curs of bloody Iciade, 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Somcneuer heard-of tortering paint for them, 

Tamora . Whatarethey inthispit,oh wondrous thing! 
Howeafily murder is difeouered? 

fetus. High bmperour vpon my feeble knee, . 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly flied. 

That this fell fault efmy accurfedfonncs, 

Accurfed,if thefaults be prou’d in them. 

King, Ifitbeprou’de! you fee ir is apparant. 

Who found this letter, Tamora w as it you? 

Tamora. Andromeus himfelfc did take if vp. 

Titus, I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

For by my Fathers rcuerent tombe I vow 
They fhall be ready at your Highncs will. 

To a unfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

King. Thou fhalt not bailethem.fec thou follow nifi 
Some bring the murthered body,fome themurtherers. 

Let them not fpeakc a word, the guilt is plaine, 

Forby my foule, were there worfe end tnen death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed. 

Tamora. Andronicus I wil entreat the King, 

Fcare not thy fonnes, they fhall do well enough, 

Tims. Come Lucius come, flay not to talke with them,' 
Enter the E mpreff efomts, -with Lanins*, her hands cut off 
andhertongueeut outyaudrauifht, 

Demet. So now goetell andifthy tonguecan fpeake. 
Who twas that cut chy tongue and rauiiht thee. 

Chiron, Write downe thy minde, bewray thy meaning Co , 
A nd if tby flumpes will let thee play the fcribc. 

Demet. See how with fig nesand tokens fhe can fcrowle. 
Chiron, Goc homejcall for fiveet water, wafhth y hands. 
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"Dome, She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to walb, 
And fo lets leaue her to her filent walkes. 

Chiron , And twere my caufe,l (hould goc hangmy f*ik 
Dcmtt.li thou hadft hands to helpc theek"*'- * 

Enter Marcus from bunting 
Who is this my Neece that flies away To f 
Cofen a word, where is your husband ? 

Jfldodreame wouldall my wealth woul 
Ifl doe wake, fome Planet ftrikemedowne, 

That I may (lumber in eternall flccpe. 

Speake gentle Neece, what fterne vngent 
Hath lopt and hewd, and made thy body 
Of her two 1 ranches, thofc fweet ornaments 
Wliofe circling (liadowes, Kings hauc foughttofleepein, 
And might not game fo great a happincs 
Ashalfcthy lo.icj Why dooftnotfpeal 
Alas, a errmfonriuer of warme blood. 

Like to a bubling fountaine ftird with 
Doth rifeand fall betweene thy Rofed li 
Comrning and going with thy honny f 
But fu r e fome Tereus hath defloured thee. 

And lead: thou (houldft deleft them, cut thy 
Ah now thou turnfl a way thy face for (harm 
And notwithflanding all this loiFe ot 
As from a Conduit with their ifluing fpouts. 

Yet doe thy cheekcs looke red as T nans fa" 

Blulbing tobeencountred with a clowde. 

Shall Lfpeake tor thee, (hall 1 fay tisfo. ? 

Oh that i knew thy hart, and knew the 
That I might raile at him Co cafe my mil 
Sorrow concealed, like an Ouen ftopt. 

Doth burnc the hart to cinders w here it - 
Faire Phtlomellai lie but loft her tongue, 

Andin atedious faroplcr fowed her mindc. 



But louely Neece, thatmeane is cut from tfoeej 
A craftier Terem haft thou met. 

And he hath cu tthofe pretty fingers o£F, 

That coni dhaue better (owed then Philomel. 

Oh had the monfter fecnc thofc Lilly hands. 

Tremble like Afpenleaues vpon a Lute, 

And make the (liken ftrings delight to kifle them. 

He would not then haue toucht them for his life. 

Or had he heard the hcauenly H armony. 

Which that f weet tongue hath made : 

He would hauedropt his knife and fell aficepe,' 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poets feete. 

Come let vs goe, and make thy father blinde. 

For fuch a fight will blinde a fathers eye* 

One houresftorme will drowne the fragrantmeades^ 

What will whole monthsoftearesthy Fathers eyes? 

Doe not draw backe,for we wiJlmourne with thee, 

Oh could our mourning cafe thy mifery. Exeunt 

Enter the Iudges anti Scnatourt with Titus two founts bound , 
P a fS w g°u the Stage to the place of execution, and Titus going be - 
fort pleading. 

Thus. Heare roe graue fathers, noble Tribunes flay, 

For pittytof mine a ge, whofc youth was fpent 
In dangerous warres, whilft you fecurely llept. 

For ail my blood in Romes great quarrell (hed. 

For all the frofty nights that I haue watcht, 

And for chefe bitter teares, which now you fee. 

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheekcs, 

Bepittifull to my condemned Sonnes, 

Whofc foules is not corrupted as tis thought. 

For two and twenty fonnes I neuer wept, 

Becaufethey died in honours lofty bed. 

AndronicufS ijtth dew tie, and the Iudges pajfe by him. 
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For thefe, Tribunes, in the duff I write 
My hartsdeepelanguor,and my foules fad teares? 

Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appetite. 

My fonnesfweet blood, will make it fhameandbluihs 
O earth, I will befriend theemore with raine 
That (hall dtftillfrom thefe twoar cient ruines, 

Then youth full Aprill (hall with all his flrowres. 

In Summers drought, lie drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc teares lie melt the fnow, 
Andkecpe eternall fpring time on thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my deerefonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius , with his weapon drawne. 

Oh renerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes, rcuerfe the doomc of deaths 
And let me fay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailtng Oratouts . 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vaine. 

The Tribunes heareyou not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes toaflone. 

Tttus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 
Graue 7 V*£«»^once more Iintreat ofyou. 

Luctus, My gracious Lord, no T ribvne heares you fptak 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey didheare 
They would not marke me, or it they did marke. 

All bootleflevntothem. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the Rones* 

Who though they cannot anfwerc my diftreffe. 

Yet in tome fort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept rny talc 
When I doe weepe,they humbly at my fecte, 

Rcceiue my teares, and feeme to weepe with me. 

And were they but attired in graue weedcs, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe ... 









of Tim Andronicu*] 

A ft one is fofi as waxe, Tribunes more hard then ftones i 

A Hone is filent, and oftendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 

But wherefore ftandR thou with thy weapon drawnc $ 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death, 

For which attempt the lodges haue pronounft 
My euerlafting doome of banifhment. 

Titus. O happy man, they haue befriended thee s 
Why foolifh Lucsus, doff thou not perceaue 
That Romeis but a wildernesof Tigers ? 

Tigers muff prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine: how happy an thou then. 

From thefe deuourers tobebanifhed 5 
But who comes with our brother Maicushccrci 
Enter Marcus and Lauvia. 

(Jif arcus. Tuus, prepare thy noble eyes to weepe, 

Or ifnot fo, thy noble heart to breake : 

I bring confumir g forrow to thine age. 

Tttus. Will itconfumeroc? Letmefceitthen, 

O Marc. This was thy daugh ter, 

Titus. Why Marcus fo file is. 

Lucius. A ye me, this obiett kils me. 

Tituv. Faiut-harted boy, ariffc and looke vpon her, 
Speake L amnia , w hat acc ur fed hand , 

Math made thee handleffein thy Fathers fight 
What foole hath added w ater to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy J 
Mygriefewas at the height before thou camlt. 

And now like A/j/tfiitdifdaineth bounds:, 

Giue me a fword lie chop oft my hands too, 

For they haue fought for Rome, and all in vaine % 

Andthey hauenurftthis woe, in feeding life: 

In boorelefle pra) er haue they bene hcldvp. 

And they haue feru’d me to effc&leflc vfe, 

t S Now 
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The tnofl lamentable Tragedic 

Now all the feruice I require of them. 

Is that the one will Helpe to cut the other? 

Tis well Lanina that thou haft ho hands. 

For hands to doRoroc feruice, is but vaine. 

Lucius* Spealce gentle filler who hath marterdthee? 
far chs. O that delighcfull engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch plcafing eloquence. 

Is torne from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

"Where like a fweet mellodious bird it fung. 

Sweet varied notes inchaunting euery eare. 

Lucius* Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
OWarc. Oh thus I found her ftraying in the Parke, 
Seckingto hide herfelfe as doth the Dcare 
That hath receaude fome vnrecuring wound. 

Titus. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more then had hekild me dead : 

For now I Hand as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuirond with a wildernes of Sea, 

Who markes the waxing tide, grow waue by wauc. 
Expecting cuer when fome enuiousfurge, 

Will in his brinilh bo wels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched fonnes are gone, 

Hecre Hands my other fonne, abanilht roan. 

And heere my brother weeping at my woes , 

Butthat which giues my foulethcgrcateftfpume. 

Is deere Lauinia, deerer then my foulc. 

Had I but feenethy picture in this plight, 
Itwouldhauemadded me : what mail I doe, 

Nowe I beholde thy liuely body fo ? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe a way thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath roarterd thee s 
Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
Thy brothers are condemnde, and deadby this. 

Lopke Marcus . ah fonne Lucsus looks on her, 

When 
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of Titus Andronicui. 

When I didname her brothers, then fre/h teares 
Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 
Vponagathrcd Lillie almoft withered. (husbana, 

UWarc. Perchance /he weepes becaufe they kild her 

Perchance becaufe /he knowes him innocent. 

Tstus. If they did kill thy husband then be ioy full, 
Becaufe thclaw hath tanereuengeonthem. 

No, no, they Would not doe fo foule a deede, 

Witncs the forrow that their fitter makes. 

Gentle Lauinia let me kiCTe tliy lips, 

Or make fome figne how I may do theeeafe* 

Shall thy good Vncle, and thy brother Lucius y 
And thou and I fit round about fomeFouncahlb, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our cheekes 
How they arettaind in mcadowesyetnotdry, 

With miery flime left onthem by a flood? 

And in the Fountaine (hall we gaze fo long. 

Till the fre/h tafte be taken from that cleerencs. 

And made a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or /hall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or /hall webiteour tongues, and in disrobe fheWS 
Pafle the remainder of our hatefull daies ? 

What /hall we doe ? let vs that haue our tongues 
Plot fo m c d cuife of fu rth er mi Cery 
To make vs wondred at in time to come. 

Luci . Sweet father ceafe your teares, for at your griefc 
See how my wretched fitter fobs and weeps. 

Mart. Patience deere Neece, zoodTitus dric 
Thus. Ah Marcus,Marcus, Brother well 1 wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 

Forthou pooremanhaft drowndit withthineowne. 

Luet • Ah my Lautnia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Mark Marcus imrkc, \ vnderftandher fignej, 

Had Hie a tongue to fpeakc, now would flic fay 
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T be mofl lamentable Tr<tge Hie 

That to her brother which I faid to thee. 

His Napkin with her true tearcs all be wet. 

Can do no feruiceon her forrow full checker. 

Oh what a Empathy of woe is this ! 

As farre from helpe as Limbo is from blilTe. 

inter Aron the Moore atone. 

Moore. Titus Andr omens, my Lord the Emperour, 
Sends thee this word; that if thou loue thy fonnes. 

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felfe old Tit#/, 

Or any one of you, chop ©if your hand. 

And fend it to the King, he for the fame. 

Will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliue, 

And that ihall ipc the ra unfome fot their tault. 

Titus. Oh grccious Emperour, oh gentle Aton$ 

Did euer Ranen ling fo like a Larkc, 

That giuesfweet ty dings of the Sunnes vprife ? 

With all my hart, lie fend the Emperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou help to chopitoff l 
Luctus. Stay Father, for that noble hand of thine, 

That hath thtownc downe fo many enemies. 

Shall not be fent : my hand will fe r ue the turne. 

My youth can better fpare my blood then you. 

And there fore mine ihall faue my brothers lines. 
(JMarc. Which of your hands hath no t defended Rotne, 
And reard aloft the bloody Battleaxe, 

Wrighting deftru&ionon the enemies Caftle* 

Oh none of both but arc of high defert : 

My hand hath bene but idle, let it ferue 
T o raunfome my two nephewes from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a worthy end* 

Moore. Nay come agree whofe hand fball goe along, 
For feare they die before their pardon come* 

Marcus. My hand Ihall goe* 

Lucius* By heaueniclh^ilnotgoe* 
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JTittts . Sirsflriueno more,fuchwithred hearbs as thefc 
Are meete for plucking vp,and therefore mine* 

Lssciu. SweetFather,iflfhallbe thought thy fonne. 

Let me redeeme my brothers both from death. __ 

Marcus* And for our fathers fake, and mothers care. 

Now let me Ihow a brothers loue to thee. 

‘Titus. Agree betweene you, I will fpare my hand* 

Lucius , Then Ilegoe fetch an Axe. 

cPAarc. But I will vfe the Axe. Exemst * 

T if us. Come hither Aron, He deceiue them both, 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giue thee mine. 

Moore . If that be cald deceit, I will be honeft. 

And neuer whilft I liue dceeiue men fo : 

But He deceiue you in another fort. 

And that youle fay ere halfe an houre paile* 

Hee cuts off Titus hand* 

Enter Lucius tod Marcus againel 

Titus. Now day your ftrife, what Ihall be is difpatcht? 
Good Aron giue his Maieftie my hand;; 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers; bid him bury it; 

More hath it merrited : That let it hauc. 

Asfor my fonnes, fay I account of them, 

A s iewels purchafl at an eafieprice, 

And yet deere too, becaufe I bought mine owne* 

Aron. I goe Androntcut) and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee* 

Their headsl meane : Oh how this villanv. 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it." 

Let fooles doe good, andfaire men call for grace, 

Aron will haue his foule blacke like his face, * Exit^ 
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Titnu O hecrc I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 
Audbow thisfeebleruine totheearth, 

If any power pitties wretched team, 

To that I call : what would thou kncele with me? 

Doe then dcare heart, for heauen fhall heare our prayers, 
Orwithourfighs weele breath the welkin dinnne> 
Andftainethe funne withfoggeas fometimecloudes, 
*Wh en they do hug him in their melting boforocs* 
$/larcus. Oh hrorher fpeake with poiiibilities. 

And donot breakeimothefedeepeextreames, 

Titus. Is not my forrow deepe, hauing nobottcune? 
Then be my paflios bottomlefle with them# 

Marcus. But yet let reafon gouernethy lament* 

Tstus. If'there were reafon for chefemiferies,. 

Then into limitscould I bindc my woes: 

"When heauen doth weepc, doth not the earth oreflow? 
IFthc windes rage, dothnotthefca waxmad, 

T breaming the vvdkin with his bigfwolnc face ? 

And wiltrhou haucareafonfor this coile? 

3am the fea« Harkc how her figbes doc flow : 

Sheeis the weeping welkin, Ithe earth : 

I hen mull: my Sea be moiled with her fighes, 

Then mufttny earth with her conrinuall teares, 

Become a deluge : ouciflowed and drowned : 

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard mufti vomit them. 

Then giue meleaue, fbrloofers will liane leaue* 

To eaferherr ftoinackes with their bitter tongues* 

Enter,#, mefprnger with two, heads and a hand, 

h\c([en. Worthy Andrcnicus, ill art thou repaid, 

For that good hand thou fentfl: theHmperour: 
Hectare the heads of thy two noble formes#. 



of Titus Andronicusl 

And h ceres thy hand in fcorne to thee fent backe : 

Thy griefes theirfports: Thyrefolutionniockt : 

That woe isme to thinke vpon thy woes. 

More then remembrance of my fathers death. Exit , 

tJMarc. Now let hot jEtnacoolein Cicilie, 

And be my hart an euer- burning hell : 

Thcfemiferies are more then may be borne. 

To weepe with them that weepe,doth eafefome deale. 

But forrow flouted at, is double death. 

Luei. Ah that this fight fhould make fodeepe a wound* 
And yet detefted lift not Ihrinke thereat : 

That-euer death Ihould lethfc beare his name, 

W here life hath no more intereft but to breath. 

Marc. Alas poore hart thatkifleis comfortlefle, 

As frozen water to a flarued fnake. 

Titus. When will this fcarefull flumber haue an end ? 
tMar, Now farewell flatteric, die An dr omens y 
Thou deft not flumber, fee thy two fonnes heads. 

Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter heerc i 
Thy other baniflitfonnewith thisdeerc fight 
Struckepaleandbloodlefle,and thy brother I, 

Euen like a ftony Image, cold and nuaimt. 

Ah now nomorc will Icontroule my griefes, 

R ent of thy filucr baire, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmall fight 
The clofingvp of eur molt wretched eyes : 

Now is a time to ftorme, why artthon fbll s’ 

Titus, Ha,ha,ha* 

Mare, Why doft thou laugh. ? it fits not with this hotire* 
Titus, Why I haue not another tearcto flied : ' 

Befides, this forrow is an encmie, 

And would vfurpe vpon my watry eyes, 

Andmake them blinde with tribu tarie tearcs* 

Then which way fliail 1 fuidcRieuengcs CaucS 
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For thefe two heads doe fceme to fpeake to me, 
Ar.dtbreatme, I fhall neuer cometoblifTe, 

TdJ all thefe mifchiefies be returnd againe, 

Euen in their throats that hauecommicted them* 
Come let me fee what taslcel haucto doe, 

Yoti heauie people, circle roe about, 

That I may tarncmetocach one of you, 

And fweare vntomy foule to right your wrong?, 

The vow is made, come Brother take a head. 

And in this hand the other will I beare. 

And Lauinia thouflhalt be imploydin thefe Armes, 
Beare thou my handfwtet wench betweene thy teeth : 
As for thee boy, goe get thee from my fight. 

Thou art anExiie, and thou muff notftay, 

Hie to the GW^erjandraifeanarmy there, 
Andifyeulouenie,as I thinkeyou doc. 

Let’s kifle and part, for we haue much to doe. 

Exeunt* 

Lucius, Farwell Andronicus my noble Father* 

The wofulft man that euer liude in Rome : 

Farewell proud Rome till Luctis come againe, 

He loues his pledges dearer then his life : 

Farewell Lauitua my noble filler, 

O would thou wertas thou to fore hall bene. 

But row nori«wnor Z» <*»/«/<* lines 
But in obliuion and hateful] griefes : 

If Lucias liue he willrequite your wrongs, 

Arid make proud Saturnine and his Empreffe 
Beg at the gates like Tarqutn and his Queene. 

Now will 1 corhcGothcs andraife apower, 



To be reuengdou Rome an dSaturnpss* 



Ex'* Lucim - 
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Enter Luc'm s fonne and Lauinia running after hirrti and 
the bojfltes from her with his bookes vnder 
his arme. 

Enter Titus and Marcus . 

Euer, Helpe Grandfier helpe, my Aunt lauinia, 
Followes meeuery where 1 know not why. 

Good Vncle Marcus fee how fwiftfhc comes, 

Alasfwcet Aunt, I know not whatyou meane. 

Marcu . Standby me Lucius, doe not feare thine aunt. 

Titus. She loues thee boy too well to dothceharme. 

Essex. I when my father wash) Rome fbc did. 

Marcus Whatmeanesmy NeeceLaaimby thefefignes? 

Titus. Feare her not Xsnitf/fomcwhat doth fhetneane. 
See Lucius fee, how much fhemakesof thee: 

Some whether would fhc haue thee goe with her. 

Ah boy, Cornelia ncuer with more care 
Red to herfonnes then (he hath red to thee, 

Sweet Poetiy,andTulliesOratour J 

Cauft thou not geffew hereforefhe plies thee thus? 

Euer. My Lord I know not I, nor can I geflc, 

Y nlefl'e feme lit or frenzie do pofleffe her : 

For I haue heard my Grandfier fay full oft, 

Extremitie of griefes would makemen mad. 

And IhaucredthatH<c#£<sofTroy, 

Ran mad through forrow, that made me to feare 
Although my Lord, I know my noble Aunt, 

Loues me a: dearc as ere mv mother did, 

And would not but in fury fright my youth, 

Which )mde me downe to threw my bookes asdflie, 
CaufTcs perhaps, but pardon mefweet Aunt, 

And Madam, if my Vnele Marcus goe, 
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j he mofl lamentable Trar/edie 

I will moft wilfingl y attend your Ladyfifip. 

Mate, Lucius I w ill. 

Titus , How now Lauinia, May cut wb a t m canes this? 
Some booke there is that fhe defires to feet 
Which isitgirleof thefe? open them boy. 

But thou arc deeper read and better skilet. 

Come and take choy fe of all my Library, 

And fo beguile thy forrow,till the heauens ' 

Reueale the datnbd contriuerof this decdc. 

Why lifts fhevp her armesinfequcnce thus ? 

TYlarc. I thinke fhemeanes thatrhere was more then one 
Confederate in the fatt, I more there was : 

Or elfe toheauen fhehcaues them for reuenge. 

Tttu's. Lucius what booke is that fire tofleth fo ? 

Tuer* Grandficr tis Ouids Metamorphofis, 

My mother gaue it me. 

tJMarc. For loue of her thats gone. 

Perhaps fhe culd itfrom among the reft. 

Tuns. Sofc,fo bufily fl cturncstheleaues, 

Helpe her, what would fhe finde? Lauinia fhall Iread ? 

T hisis the tragicke tale of Philomel, 

And treatesofTmwtrcafon and his rape, 

And rape I fcare was roote of thine annoy. 

Marc* See brother fee note how fhe quotes the leaues# 
Titus. Lauinia, west thou thusfurpriz d fweetgirlc, 
Rauifht and wrongd as Philomela was, 

Forcd in the ruthlefle, vaft, and gloomy woods ? 

See,fee ? l fuch aplace there is where wedid hunt, 

(O had we neuer, neuer hunted there ) 

Patterndby thatthc Poetheere deferibes, 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Marc. O why fhouldnaturcbuildfofoulca den, 
Vnlcfle the Gods delight in tragedies ? 

T it. Giue fignes fwcct gitle for bcerc are nonebut friends. 

What 
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What Romane Lord it was durft do the deede ? 

Or flonkc not Saturnine , as Tarquin erft. 

That left the Campe to finne in Lucrcce bed. 

| Mate, Sit downefweetNeece, brother fit dowEtetymei 
Jppollo, Pallas, hue, or Mercury , 

Infpire roe that I may this treafon finde. 

My Lord lookc heere, look c heere Lauinia* 

Hewritesbis TJjtme with hisftejfe, and guides it 
with feete and mouth. 



This fandie plot isplaine.gnideifthou canft- 

Thisafterme, I hauewritmy name, 

Without the helpe ofany handat all. 

Curft be that hart that forft vs to this ftiift: 

Write thou good Neece, and heere difplay at laft. 
What God will haue difcoucred for reuenge, 

Heauen guide thy pen Co print thy forrowes plaine. 
That we may know the traytors and the truth. 

She takes the ft affe in her mouth, and guides it with her 
ftumpes, and writes , . 




Titus . Oh doe ye read my Lord what fhe hath writ, 
Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius* , 

Marc * What, vvhat,thcluflfull fonnesofjhwwv?, . 
Performersof thishainous bloody deede? 

Titus. Magm Domwator poli, 

Tam Untus audts feeler a) tam lentus vide!? 



Mara Oh calme thccgentle Lord, although I know- 
Thcrais enough written vpon this earth. 

To ftirre amutenie in the mildeft thoughts. 

And arme themindes ofinfants to exdaimes. 
MyLord kncelcdowne vvilhmc,- Z.rf/^0/,* kncelc. 



And 






T he rnofl UryientaUe Tragedie 

And kneele fweete boy, the Romaine Hettorshopej 
And fweare with me, as with the wofull feere, 

And father of that chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord Junius Trutus fweare for Lucrece rape, 

That we will prcfecute by good aduife 
Mortal! reuesge vpon thefe tray terousGothes, 

And fee their blood, ordiewiththisreproch. 

Titus. Tis fure enough, and you knew how. 

But if you hunt thefe Beare whelpes then beware. 
The Da»n will wake, and if file winde yo u once, 
Shee’s with the Lyon deepely ftill in league. 

And lulls Him whilft file playeth on her back. 

And when he fleepes will file do what file lift. 

You area young huntfman CMarcut, let it alone, 

And come I will go e get a leafe of braffc, 

And with a gad offteele will write thefe words. 

And lay it b y : the angry Northerne winde, 

Will blow thefe fands like libels leaues abroad, 

And wheres your leflbn then, boy what fay you? 

Puer I fay my Lord, that ifl were a man, 

Their mothers bed-chamber fhould notbefafe. 

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoake ofRome. 

<jMarc. I chats my boy ,thy father hath full oft, 

For his vngratefull country doncthe like. 

Puer. And Vnckle fo will I, and ifl Hue, 

Titus. Comegoc with me into mine Armoric, 
Lucius He fit thee, and withall,my boy 
Shall carry from me to the Emprcfl'e fonnes, 

Prefcnts that I intend to fend them both. 

Come, come, thoult do tfiytneflage, wilt thou not? 
Purr. Iwithmydaggerin their bofomes Grandfior,' 
Titus . No boy not fo, He teach thee another courfe, 
Lauinia come, arcus looke to my houfe, 

Lttctut and He goe braue i t a t the Cour t. 
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I marry will we fir, and weele be waited on. Exeunt * 

c Merc. O hcauens ! can you hearc a good man grone 
And not relent, or not compaflion him - 
tjMarcus atten d him in his extafic, 

That hath more fears offorrow inhishart. 

Then foe-mens markes vpon hisbattredfhicld, 

But yet fo iuft, that he will not reuenge. 



Reucnge the heauens for old Andromcus. 



Exit 



Enter Aron, Chiron and Dense tvitts at one dore, and at another 
dor e young Lucius and another,with a bundle of 
weapons, and verges writ vpon them • 

fhiron • Demetrius heeres the (ormtoi Lucius, 

He hath fome mefiage to deliuer vs. 

Aron. I fomernad meflage from his mad Grandfather. 

Puer. My Lords, with all the humblenesl may, 

Igreete your honours from Andromcus , 

And pray the Romane Gods confound you both, 

‘Dense. Gramercie lonely Lucius, w hat’s the newes? 

Puer. That you are both decipherd, that’s the newes. 

For villaines markt with rape. May it pleafe you, 

My Grandficr well aduifde hath fent by me, 

Thegoodlieft wcaponsofhis Armorie, 

Togratifieyour honourable youth 
The hope ot Rome,forfo he bad me fay : 

Andfo I do, and with his gifts prefent 
Your LordfiiipSjWhen cuer you hauencede, 

You may be armed Und appointed well, 

And follcauc you both i like bloody villaines. Exit , 

Deme, What’sheere? a fcrole, and written round aboutf 
Let’s fee, 

Integer vitafcelerifejuepurus , non f get maser y iaculis nec arcus . 

Chiron. O tis a verfe in Horace,! know it well, 

G I 
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Ireaditin the Grammer long ago e. 

Meort I tuft, a verfein Hwvire, right, you haueif, 

Now whata thing it is tobe an Arte, 

H ceres no found left, the cid man hath found their gift, 
And fends the weapons wraptabout with linet, 

That woimd(bcyondthcirfceling)ro the quick*. 

But were our witty Eroprcfl'c wejl a foote. 

She would applaud Andronicut conceit, 

Butlethcrreftin her vnreft awhile. 

And now y outjg Lords, waft'nota happy ftarre, 

Led vs to Rotne rtitJtogers.andmorc then fo 
Gaptiucs tobeaduaaccd to this height? 

It did me good before the Pallace gate. 

To braue theTribuneinhis brothershearing. 

Hemet, But me more good to fee fo great a Lord, 

Bafely inftmute, and fend vs gifts. 

Moore Had he not reafon Lord Dime trim. 

Did yeunot vfehis daughter very friendly? 

Domet , I would we had a thoufand Romane Dames 
At fuch a bay, by curne to ferue our 1 urt. 

Chiton. A charitable wilh and full of loue. 

Moore, Heerc lacks but your mother for to fay Amen, 
Chiron. And that would fhefortwenty thoufand more, 
Dtmet, Comeletvs goe and pray to all the Gods 
Tor our beloued mother in her paines. 

Moore. Pray to the deuils, the gods hauc giuen vs ouer. ' 
Trumpets /ennd. 

Him, Why do the Emperors trumpets flourilh thus? 
Chiron. Belike forioy the Emperour hath a fonne. 
Htme, Soft, who comes hecre ? 

Enter N ur/e with n blacken Moore chi/de. 

T'/jer. Good morrow Lords,0 tellmedidyou feev^o#tht 
Aron. Well. more orlefle, orncreawhit at all, (Moore 

Hcere 
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JH cere -rfron is, and what with Aron now ? 

i\7»r/f. Oh gentle Aron, weareall vndonc. 

Now helpe, or woe betide thee euermorc, 

Aron. Why what a catterwalling doft thou kcepe 3 
What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine armes? 

Nnr/e, O that which I would hide from heauens eye, 

Our Empteflc lhame, and {lately Romes difgrace. 

She is ddiucred Lords, flie is ddiucred. 

Aron * Tow home? 

Nurfe* I meanc fhe is brought a bed. 

Aron, Wei God giuc her good reft,whathathhe fent her? 
2 ^(ur/e, A detrill. 

Aron. Why then £he is the Deuils Dam, a ioyfull 
tfttrfe. Aioyles,difmall,blacke,andforrow 
Heerc is the babe as loathfome as a toad, 

Amongft thefairefl breeders of our 
The Emprcfle fends it thee, thy ftampe, thy 
And bids thee chriften it with thy daggers p 
e Aron, Zounds ye whore, is black fo bafe a 
Sweet blow$,you are a bcavnious bloflbme ft 
Heme, ViHaine what haft thou done? 

Aron. Thatwhichthoucanftnot 
Chiron. Thou haft vndonc our 
Aren. Villaine,! hauc done thy mother. 

Demet. And therein hellilh dog thou haft vn 
Woe to h er chance, and dambdher loathed choy cc» 
Accurft theoffpring offofoule abend. 

Chiron, It ftiaU notliue. 

Aron. It (hall net die. 

Nurfe. Aron it mull, the mother wils it fo. 

Aron. What muft it Nurfe ? then let no man but I, 

Doe execution on my flefh and blood, 

Dem. He broach the tadpole on my Rapiers point, 

Nurfe giuc it me, my fword {hall foone difpatch it. 



Aron 
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At ok. Sooner this (Word (hall plow thy bowels vp. 

Stay murthcrous villaines, will you kill yourbiother? 
Now by the burning tapers of the skie, 
i hatihone fo brightly when this boy was got* 

Hedies vpon my Semitars ffiarpe point, 

1 hat touches this my firft borne fonne and heire • 

1 tell youyounglings,not Enceladut , 

With all his threatningbandof Tjphont broodfft 
Nor great A'cides, nor the God of warre, 

Shall ceazethis prey outofhisfathershands.* 

What, what, ye (anguine (hallow hartedboyes, 
Yecwhitc-limbde walls, ye ale-houfe painted fign**, 
Colc-blacke is better then another hue, 

Jn that it fcornes to beare another hue: 

For all the water in the Ocean, 

Can ncuer turne the Swans blacke legs to white* 
Although Ihelauethemhourelyinthefiood: 

Tell the Emprefle from me I am of age 
1 o keepemmeowne,excufeithow (he can, 

Demet. Wilt thou betray thy neblemiftris thus? 

At ok. My mi (Iris is my miftris, this my felfe, 
Thevigour,and chcpiftureofmy youth : 

This before all the world do I preferre. 

This mauger all the world will I keepe fafe. 

Or fome of y ou {hall fmoake for it in Rome, 

Demet. By this our mother is for euer fliamde. 

Chiron. Rome will defpife her for this foule efcape. 
Nur/e. TheEmperourinhisrage will doome her death, 
Chiron, I blufh to thinke vpon this ignomie, 

Aren, Why theres the priuiledge your beauty beares : 
Fie trecherous hue, that will betray with blufhing 
Theclofe ena&sand counfels of the hart : 

Heeres a young lad framde of another leerc, 

Lookeho w the blacke flaue (miles vpon the father, 







Be kills her 



o'Tiim An&Yonicw. 

As who fiiould fay, old Lad I am thine owne. 

He is vour brother Lords, fenfibly fed 
Ofthat felfe blood thatfiiftgauelifetoyou. 

And from that wombe where you imprifoned were. 

He is infranchifed and come to light : 

Nay he is your brother by the furer fide. 

Although my feale be damped in bis face. 

7{urfe. Aren what (Rail I fay vnto the Empreffe? 

Demet, Aduifethee Aro»,Yihit is to be done. 

And we willallfubfcribe to thy aduife : 

Saue thou the childe fo we may all be fafe. 

Aron, Thenfit we downe and let vs all confult. 

My fonoeand I will hauethe winde of you ? 

Keepe there, now talke at pleafurc of your fafety^ 

Demet. How many women faW this childe of his ? 

Aron, Why fo braue Lords, when we iov 
lam a Lambe, but if you braue the Moor 
The chafed Bore, the mountaine Lyonef 
The Oceanfwelisnot f® as ^msflormcs 
But fay againe, how many faw the child 
Nurfe, Cornelidythe midwifi: and my felfe, 

And no one elfebut thedcliuered EmprcfTe 
Aron. T he Empreffe,the Midwife, a- J 
T wo may keepe counfell w hen the thi 
Goc to the EmprcfTe, tell her this 1 fai 
Weeke, week, fo cries a Pigge prepared to 
Demet. What meanft thou Aron,whercfore 
Aron. O Lord fir, tis a deed of pollicie. 

Shall fiie liue to betray this gilt of ours? 
Alongtongu’dbablingGoflip,no Lords ri«: 

And now be it knowne to you my full intent. 

Notfarre, one CMnhteus my Country-man 
His wife b ut y efternight was brought to bed, 

His childcisliketoher,faire asyou are : 
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Goepacke with him, and giuethemothergold, 

And tell them both the circumftanceof all. 

And how by this their childefliall be aduaunft* 

And be recciued for the Emperours heyre. 

And fubftituted in the place cfmine, 

Tocalrae thistempeft whirling in the Court, 

And let the Emperour dandle him for his owne. 
HarlceyeLords, ye fee I hauegiuen her phifick, 

And you tnullneedesbeftow her funeral!. 

The fields arencere,and you aregallantGrooraesi 
This done, fee that you take no longer dates 
But fend thsMidwifeprcfently tome. 

The Midwife and the Nurfe well made awayj 
Then lettheLadics tattle what they pleafe. 

Chiron, Aron 1 fee thou wilt not truft the ayre with fecretj. 
D ernes. For this care of Tamora, 

Herfelfe and hers arc highly bound to thee. Exeunt 

Aron. Now to the Goihes, as fwift as fwaltow flics. 
There to difpofe this treafure in mine arnlee. 

And fecrctly to grcetc the Emprcfle friends : 
Comeonyou thick-lipt-flaue, Ilebcarcyou hence. 

For it is you that puts vs to our fiiifts: 

He make you feed on berries, and on rootes, 

And feede on curds and whay, and fuck e the Goate, 

And cabbin in a Caue, and bring you vp 

To be a warriour, and coramaund a Campc. Exit. 

Enter Titus, old Marcus, Lucius, and ether-gentlemen 
with borves, And Titus be ares the arremes with 
Letter ton the ends of them. 

Titus, Come Mdrcwr, come, kinfmen this is the way, 

Sir bGy let me fee yourarchcrie, 

|-ooke yec draw home enough and tis there flraight, 

Terra) 
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Terras Afire a reliquit, be you remembred Marcus, 

Shees gone, fliees fled, firs take you to your toolcs. 

You Cofens fhallgoe found the Ocean, 

And caft your nets, happily you may finde her in the fea, 
Yet theres as littl e iuftice as at Land t 
No Publius and Sempronius, you mufi dde it, 

Tis you mufl dig with rnatcocke,and with fpade, 

And pierce the mmoftcenterofthe earth. 

Then when you come to Plumes Region, 

I pray you deliucr him this petition,. 

Tell him it is for iuftice and for aide* 

And that it conies fromold Andronicut, 

Shaken with forrowes in vngratefull Rome. 

Ah Rome, well, well, I made thee mifcrable, 

What time I threw the peoples fuffrages 
On him that thus doth tyrannize ore me. 

Goe get you gone, and pray be carcfull all, 

Andleaue you not a man of warre vnfearcht. 

This wicked Emperour may hauelhipt her hence, 

And kinfmen then we may got pipe for i ufticc, 

Marc. O Publius is not this a hcauie cafe 
Tofee thy noble Vnclethusdiflraft ? 

Publt. Therefore my Lords it highly vsconcernes* 

By day and night t’attend him carefully : 

A nd feede his humour lcindcly as we may, 

Till time beget fome careful l remedie. 

Ma r ctts, Kinfmen, his fbrrowes arc paff remedie. 

Joync with the Gothes, and* with teuengefull warre. 
Take wreakeon Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance onthe tray tor Saturnine. 

Tuns. Pubhus how now, how now my Maifiers, 

What haue you met with-her ? 

Pabli. Nomy good Lord, but P'/uto fends you word, 

If) ou will haue reuenge from hell you fhall, 
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Marrle for Iuftice flie is fo imployd, 

He thinkcs with lone in heauen, or fome where clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus. He doth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

He diueinto the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 
c JMarcus we are but ftirubs, no Cedars we, 
Nobig-bond-men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

But mettal Marcus, ft eeleto the very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs can beare : 
Andfith thercs no iuftice in earth nor hell, 

We will folicite heauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakcour wrongs : 

Come to this geare,youare a good Archer Marcus* 

He girt es them the Arr owes. 

Ad Ioucm, thats for you, here ad Apollo»er»> 

Ad Martem, thats for my felfe, 

Here boy to P atlas, here to Mercury* 

To Saturnine^ to Cat us, not to Saturnine , . 

You were as good to ftioote againft the winde. 
Tooitboyj^^rcar loofe when Ibid, 

Oftny word, I haue written to effect, 

Thercs not a God left vnfollicited, 

Marcus Kinfmen, /hoot all your ftiafts into the Court, 
We will afHift the Empetour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Maiftcrs draw, oh well laid Lucius, 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 

Otlarc. My Lord, I aime a mile beyond the Moone> 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Titus. Ha, ha, PMus,PMias % what haft thou done? 

See, fee, thou haft fhot off one ofTaurus homes, 

Marcus. This wasthefporemy Lord, when Publius (hot, 
The Bull being gald, gaue Aries fuch a knocke. 

That downe fell boththe Rams homes in the Court, 
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Of old And what and-if 

His iforroweshauefooucrwhelmde his wits? 

Shall wc be thus afflicted in his wreakes. 

His fits, his frenzie, and his bitternes i 
And no w he writes to heauen for his redrefle, 

Seeheeresto loue, and this to Mercury^ 

This to Apollo, this to the God of warre ? 

Sweet fcrowles to flic about theftrects ofRome, 

Wha ts this but Libelling againft the Senate, 

And blazoning our vniuflice eucry where? 

A goodly humour,is it not my Lords ? 

As who would fay, in Rome no iuflice were i 
But iflliue, his fained extafles 
Shall be no flicker tothefeoutrages, 

* But he and his (hall know that iuflice liues 
In Saturninus health, whome if he fleepe, 

Hcele fo awake, as he in fury (hall 

Cut offthe proud’ftconfpiratour thatliues, 

Ttmora, My gracious Lord, my louely Settttrmey 
Lord ofrny life, commaundcr ofmy thoughts, 

Calme thee, and beare the faults oiTitus age, 

Th’effcfts offotrow for his valiant fonnes, 

Whofe Ioffe hath pearft him deepe, and fcard his hart. 

And ra ther comfort his diftreffed pligh t, 

Then profecute the meaneft or the beft 
For thefe contempts : Why thus it (hall become 
• Hie witted Tamora to glofe with all : 

But Titus I haue touched thee to the quicke. 

Thy life blood out : \iu4nn now be wife, 

T hen is allfafe, the Anchor’s in the port. 

. Enter Clo'tone* 

How now good fellow wouldft thou fpeake with vs ? 
Clofyne. Yeaforfooth, and your Mifterfiiip be Ercpcriall, 
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Tamora. EmprefTe I aim but yonder fits the Emperour,' ' 
Cleans. Tis he, God and Saint Stephen giue you good den, 
I haue brought you a letter and a couple of pigions heere. 

He reads the Letter,, 

Satur . Goe take him away and hang him presently, 
Clowne . How much money mull I Jiaue ? 

Tamara. Come firra, you muft be hanged. 

Clowre* flangd, be Lady thenilhauebroughtvpaneck 
toafaireend. 

Exit, 

Satur. Difpightfull and intollerable wrongs, 

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ? 

1 know from whence this fame deuifeproceedes: 

May this be borne, as if his tray terous Tonnes, 

Thatdide by law formurther of our brother, 

Haue by my meanes bene butchered wrongfully* 

Goe dragge thevillaine hither by the haire. 

Norage, nor honour, ihall fhapepriuiledge. 

For this proud mocke lie be thy flaughter man, 

Sly franricke wretch, that holpft to make me great* 

In hope thy felfe ihould gouerne Roma and me. 

Enter Nuntius Smilliut. 

Saturn. What newes with thee Emillm i 
Emil. Armcmy Lords, Rome neuer had more caufo* 
The Gothes haue gathered head, and with a pow er 
Of high refoluedmen, bent to the fpoyle, 

They hither march amaine, vnder conduct 
Of Lucius , fonne to old Andronicus , 

Whothreatsiacourfeof thisreucngetodoc ^ 
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As much as cuer Cerielanus did, 

Kin<£ Is warlike Lucius Generali 
Thefe tydings nip me, and I hang the head 
As flowers with froft,or graflebeat downe witr 
j n0W begins our forro w esto approach, 

Tis he the common people louefo much 
My felfe hath often heard them fay 
WhenI haue walked like a priuate 
That Lucius banifhment was wrongfully. 

And they haue wifht thatA«««x were thei , 

Tamora . Why ihould y oufeare,isnot your Citty ftrong?- 
King. I but the Cittizcnsfauour 
And will reuolt from me to fuccourhim. 

Tamora. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 
Is the Sunnedimd, that Gnats do flieinitf 

The Eagle fuffers little birds to fing * 

And is not carefull what they meane thereby, 

Knowing that with the fliadow of his wing?, 

He can at pleafure flint their melodie. 

Euen fo may eft thou the giddy men of Rome, 

Then cheare thy fpirit, for know thou Emperour, 

I will enchaunt tire old Andronicus * 

With words more fweet and yetmore dangerous 
Then baites to fiih, or honny ftal kes to fheepe, 

When asthe one is wounded with thebaitc 
The other rotted with deliciousfeede. 

Kmg. But he will not entreat his fonne for 
Tamor. If Tamora entreat hirn thenhewill. 

For I can fmooth and fill his aged eare. 

With golden promifes, that were his heart 
Almoft impregnable, his old yeares dcafe, 

Yet ihould both care and hart obey my tong""* 

Goethou before tobe our Embafladour., 

Say that the Emperour requefts a pad 
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Of warlike Lucius, andappoint the meeting. 

Ki”g- Emilhui doe this niefi age honourably. 

And ifheftandin hoftagefbr hisfafety, 

3Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him beft. 

Emillius. Tour bidding fttall I doe effectually, 

Exiti 

T amor a. Now w ill I to that old Aadroaicus, 

And temper him with all the Art 1 haue, 

To pluckeproud Lucius from the warlikeGothes* 

And now fweet Emperour be blith agaiiie. 

And bury all thy feareinmy deuifes. 

Satur, Then goefucceflantly and plead to him. 

Extant* 

Enter Lucias with an Armyofgotbes, with 
D rum and S ou/diers . 

Lucius. Approued warriours, and my faithfull friends, 
I haue receaued letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifie* what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirous ofour fight they arc. 

Thcreforegreat Lords be asyour titles witnes, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe, 

'Let him make treble fatiffaCiion. 

goth. Brauc flip fptungfrom the great Andronicusi 
Whofe name was once our terrour,now our comfort, 
Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Romerecjuites with foule contempt, 
Beboldein vs,weele follow where thou lead ft. 

Like flinging Beesin hotteft Sommers day. 

Led by their maiftcr to the flowred fields. 

And be auengd on curfcd T amora ; 
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And ashefaith, fofay we all with him. 

Lucius. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all. 
Butwho comes hccreledby alufty Gotbi 

Enter n Goth leading °f Aron with his chi/d 
inhis armts. 

Goth. Renowned Lucius from ourtroups I firaid, 
Togaze vpona ruinous Monaftcrie, 

A nd as I carneftly did fixe mine eye 
V pon t he wafted building, fuddainely 
I heard a childccry vnderneath a wallj 
I made vnto thenoyfe, when foone 1 heard, 

The crying babe controld with this difcouife : ' 

Teacctawnyflauc,halfeme,andhalfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had naturelent theebutthy mothers look c, 

V lllaine thou mightft haue bene an Emperouri 
But where the Bull and Gow areborh milk white, 

They nc uer do beget a colc-blacke Galfe : 

Peace villaincpeace,euen thus he rates the babe. 

For Imuft beare thee to a trufty Goth, 

Who when he kno wes thou art the Empreffc babe^ 

Will hold thee dcarely for thy mothei s fake. 

With thismy weapon drawne I ruflit vponbim, 

Surprizd him fuddainely, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinkc needefull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth, this is the incarnate d«jill| 
That rob d Andronicus of his good hand: 

This is rhePcarle that pleafd your Emprcfle eye. 

And heeres the bafefruit of his burning luff, 

Say wall-eyd flaue whether wouldft thou conuay 
This growinglmage ofthy fiendlikeface ? 

Why doft. not fpeake? what deafe,not a wotdf . 
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A halter Souldiers, hang him on this tree, 

And by his fide his fruit of Baftardie. 

Aron. Touch not the boy , he is of Royall blood* 

Luci. Too like the Syreforeuer being good, 

Firtl hang the childe that he tnay fee it fprall, 

A fight to vexe the fathers foulc withall. 

Aron. Get me a ladder, Lucius faue the childe, 

And beareit from me to the Empreffe : 

If thou doe this, lie fhew thee wondrous things. 

That highly may aduantage thee to hearey 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
Ilefpeakenomorebut vengeance rot you all. 

Lucius * Say on,andifit pleaft which thou fpeakft, 
Thy childe (ball liue, and I will fee it nourifht. 

Aron. And ifitpleafe thee? why allure thee Lucius, 
Twill vexe thy foule tohearewhatl (hallfpeake: 

For I muft talke of murthers, rapes, and maflacres, 

Arts of blacke nights, abhominable deeds, 

Complots ofmifchiefe, treafon, villanies 
Ruthfull to heare, yet pittioufly performd, 

And this fnall all be buried by my death, 

Vnlefle thou fweare to me my childe (hall hue. 

Lucius . Tell on thy rniodc,! fay thy childe (hall hue. 
Aron. Sweare that he (hall, and then I will begin. 

Lucius. Who (hould I fweare by, thou belceueft no God, 
That graunted, how cauft thou beleeue an oath* 

Aron. What ifl doe not, as indeed I doe not, 

Yet for I know thou art religious, 

And haft a thing within thee called confcicnce, 

With twenty popifti tricks and ceremonies, 

Which Ihaue feenc thee careful 1 to obferuc, 

Therefore J vrge thy oath,forthatIknow 
An Idcot holds his bauble for a God, 

And kc-fpes the oath which by thatGodhciwcarcs, ^ 



of Tim Andronicm] 

To that lie vrge him : therefore thou (halt vow 
By that fame God, what God fo ere itbc 
That thou adoreft, and haft in reuerence. 

To faue my boy , to nou rifn and bring him vp, 

Or elfe I will difeouer nought to thee. 

Lucius* Euen by my God I fweare to thee I will. 

Aron. Firft know thou, I begot him on the hmpreiie, 
Lucius. Oh moft infatiatc luxurious woman J 
Aron. Tut Lucius , this was but a deede of chantie. 

To that which thou (halt hereof me anon, 

Twas her two fonnes that murdered e B*flia.nut % 

They cut thy fillers tongue and rauifht her, 

And cut her hands, and t. -uheras thou fa weft. 

Z,«c«tf»Oh deccftablcvillaine,call’ftchouthat trimming 
Aron* Why (he was wafht.and cut, and trimd. 

And twas trim (port for them that had the doing of it, 
Lucius, Oh barberousbeaftly villaincs like thy feue 
Aron. Indecde I was their tutor to inftrnrt them, 

That codding fpirit had they from their mother, 

A* fure a carde as euer wonne the fee : 

That bloody minde I thinke they learnd of me. 

As true a dog as euer fought at head ! 

Well, let my deedes be witnesofmy worth, 

I traynde thy bretheren to that guilefuil hole, ( 

Where the dead corps of Bajftanus lay s 
1 wrote the letter that thy Father found. 

And hid the gold within the Letter mentioned, 
Confederate with the Queenc. and her two fonnes. 

And what not done, that thou haft caufc to rue, 

Wherein I had no ftroke of roifehiefe in it. 

I playd the cheater for thy Fathers hand, 

Andwhcnlhadit drew my felfeapait, 

Andaln/oft brokemy hart with extreame laughter, 

Ipried me thsough thecreuieofawall. 



When 



rn t ensur sm. j ^Tigfriir r 



The mo ft UmentableTfagedie i 

When for his hand he had His two formes heads,] 
Beheld his teares,artdlaught fo hardly, 

That both. nine eyes were rainie like to his : 

And when 1 told the Emprefteofthis fport, 

She founded almoflat my pleafing talc, 

And for my tidings gauc ms twenty kifFes. 

Cjoih. 

What car.ft thou fay all this, and neuer blufh? 

Aron, 

Ilikeahlacke doggeas the fayingis. 

Lficixs. 

Ai t thou not forry for elide hainous deedcs» 

-A-on. 

I that I had not done a thoufand more, 

Euennow I curfc rlie day, and yer 1 thinks 
Few come within thecompifie ofmy cuife,. 
Wherein I did not fotne notorious ill, 

Askill a man, oretfedeiute his death, 

£au itli a maid, -or plot the way to doe it, ^ 

Accufelome innocent, and forfwcareniy feife, 

Set deadly enmity betweens two friends, 

Make pioremens catiell breake their necks. 

Set fire on- Faroes and hay flackes in the ni ght, 

A nd bid the o wners cuteftch them w'lth their teares 
dh liaise I ciigd vpdeadfnen fromtheir-giaiies, 

A nd fet them vpnght at the.r- dee re frien ds door c, 

Eu;n when their forrowcsalnsodwat !orgoc j 
And on then - skinnes,ason the ha rke of trees, 
Hauc.with my knife caruid iaRomains letters. 
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Let not your forrow die, though 1 am dead. 

Tut, I haue done a thoufand dreadfull thinges 
As willingly as one would kill a flie, 

And nothing greeues me hartily mdeede, 

But that I cannot doc tenne, thoufand more. 

Lncitts, Bring downe the deuill, for he muft not die 

So fweet a death as banging prefently. 

Aron. If there bedeuils, would I wercadeuili. 

To Hue and burne in euerlafting fire, 

So I might haueyour company in hell 
But totormentyou with my bitter tongue. 

Lhcihs. Sirs flop his mouth, and let him fpeakc no more. 

Enter Emdlitit ♦ 

goth. My Lord there is a Meffcnger from Rome 
Defines to be admitted to yonr prcfcnce. 

Luetus . Lethim come ncere. 

Welcome EmMus, what’s the newesfrom Rome ? 

Smith Lord A»ci»r,andyouPrincesofthe Gothes, 
TheRomaine Emperpurgreeresyouallby me, 

And for he vnderftands you are in Armes, 

He traucs a patly at your fathershoufe 
Willing you to demaund your hoftages, 

Andthey (hall be immediately deliuered. 

Goth* What faies our Generali? 

Lucius. Smillius, let the Eroperour giuc hispledgcs 
Ynto myFather, and my Vncic Marcus, 

And we willcome: marchaway. V -' Exeunt. 

Enter Tamar a, and her wo fames difguifed. 

' Tamara, Thus in this (Range and fad babilliaBientj 
I will encounter with Andromcus, 

1 2 And 
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And fay, J am reucngc font from below, 

To ioy nc with him and ri ght his hainous wrongs, 
Kricckc at his ftudy where they fay he keepes, 

T o ruminate ftra nge plots of there Rcnenge, 
Tell him Reuengciscome to ioy ne with him, 
And vvorke confufion on his enemies. 



They lysoche and Titus opens his fiudie dore 

Thus. Who doth moleftmy contemplation ? 

Is it yourtricke tomake me opethedore, 

That fo my fad decrees may flic away. 

And all my ftudie be to no effect ? 

You are deceaud, for what I meane to doc. 

See heere in bloody lines I hauc fjtdowne* 

And what is written (hall be executed. 

Tamara. Tttus, I am come to talke with thee, 

Thus. No not a word: how can I grace my talke, 

War, ting a hand to giuc that accord. 

Thou halt the ods of me, therefore no more. (me 

Tamora. Ifthcudidft know me thou wouldff talke with 

Titus. I am not mad, I knowthee well enough, 

Witnes this wretched flump, wicnes thefe crimfon liofejj 
Witnes thefe trenches made by griefeand care, 

Witnes the tyring day and : heauienight, 

Witnes all forrow that I know thee well 
For our proud EmpiefTe, mighty T 'amor a. \ 

Is not thy comming for my other hand.? 

Tamora. Know theu fad man, lam not Tamora, 

She is thy enemic, and I thy friend, 

1 am R euer.ge fentfrom th’infcrna] I Kingdom?, 

To eafe the gnawing vulture of'thy minde, 

By working wreakefull vengeance oa thy foes : 
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Comedowne and welcome me to this worlds light* 
Conferrewith meofmurderand ofdeath, 

There’s not a hollow Caue or lurking place, 
Novaft obfeurity or sniffy vale, 

Where bloody murther or deteff ed rape, 

Can couch for feare but I will findethem out, 

And in their cares tell them my dreadful! name, 
Reuengc, which makes thefoule offenders quake. 

Tstus. Art thou Reuenge, and art thou fent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies.? 



’ Tamora. I am, therefore come downe and welcome me 
T itus , Doe mefomefeniice ere I cometo thee, 

Locby thy fide where Rape and Murder Rands, 

Now giue feme ftirance that thou artReuenge, 

Stab them or tearethem on thy Chariot whecles. 

And then lie come andbe thy Waggoner, 

And whirle along with thee about the Globes. 

Piouid e thee two proper palfreies, as blacke as ItC, 

To hate thy vengefull Waggon fwift away. 

And finde out murder in their guilty cares. 

And whenthy Car is loaden with their heads, 

I will difmount, andby the Waggon wheel?, 

T rot like a feruile footeman all day long, 

Euenfrom Epeons rifingin theEaft, 

, Vntill his very downefall in the Sea. 

And day by day ile doe this heauy taske. 

So thou deffroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tamora . Thefe are my miniftersand come with me. 

Titus. Are them thy minifters, what are they call’d? 
Timora. Rape and Murder, therefore called fo, 

Caufe they take vengeance of fuch kinde ofnien. 

Titus. Good Lord how like the Empreffe Sonnes they 
Andyou theEmprefle : bucwewerldly men 
Haue mifcrablc mad roiftaking eyes-# 

i 3 



T he moft lamentable T rage die ' 

Oh fiveetReuenge now doe I come to thcee, 

A nd jfone armes irobracement will content theej 
Iwillimbracet’neeinit byandby. 

Tamora. This doling with him fits his Lunacie, 
Wliatcre I forge to feede his braine-ficke fits. 

Doe you vphold,and maintaincinyourfpceches. 

For now he firmely takes me forReuengc, 

And being credulous in this mad thought} 
lie make him fend for Lucius his Tonne, 

And whilft I at a banquet hold him furc, 
lleiindc fomecunniug prattifeotyt ofhattd 
T o Icattcr and difperfe the giddie Gothes, 

Or at the lead make them his enemies : 

See heere he comes, and ln.udply my theame, 

Ts :u\. Longhaue I bene forlorne,and all for thee. 
Welcome dread fury to my woeftill heufe, 

Rapine and Murther you are welcome too. 

How like the EmprefTe and her fonnes you arc, 

Well are yen fitted, had you but a Moore, 

Couldnot all hell aflfoord you fuch a deuill ? 

For wdl 1 wotetheEmprdl'c neuer wags. 

But in her company there is a Moore, 

Andwouldyou reprefentour Queene aright. 

It were conuenient you had fuch a deuill : 

But weleomcasyou are, what (hall we doe?, 

T nmora. What wouldft thou baue vs doe Jndronicutl 
Deme. Show me a murtherer lie deale with him. 

Chinn. Show mea villaine that hath donearape. 

And lam fent to be reuengd on him, 

Tamora. Show me a thouland that hauedone thee wrong) 
And I will be reuenged on them all. 

Titus* Looke round about the wicked ftreetsof Rome, 
And when thou findft a man that’s like thy felfe) 
Goodmjjrtherftabhjrojheesa murtherer. 
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Goe thou with him, and when it is thy hap 
To findeenothcr that is like to thee, 

GoodRapinc fiab him s heisarauifher, 

Goe thou with them, and in the Empetours Court, 

THcrcisa Queene attended byaMocre, 

Well mail! thou know her by thy owne proportion, 

For vp and downcfhedothrefemble thee. 

3 pray thee doe on them Rtne violent death, 

They haue bene violent to me and mine, _ 

T«*»ora. Well hah thou IdOTond vs, this in all wedoc, 
But-wdnldirpleafi thee good And, emeus-. 

To fend for Lucius thy thrice valiant fonne, 

Who leades towards Rome a band of warlike Gothes, 

And bid him conic and banquet at thy houfe, . 

When heis heere, euen at thy folerr.ne feaft, 

I will bring in the Emprcfle and her fonnes. 

The Emperour fcimfelfe, and all thy foes, 

Andatthy mercy fh all they floopeand kneel ej 
And en them (halt ihou cafe thy angry hart : 

What faies Andtoui.hs to this deuife 1 

Enter Marcus. 

' \ 

Tints*- 7A0cu! my brother, tis fad Titus calls, 

Goe gentle Marcus to thy Nephew Lucius, 

Thou {halt crquirehimout among the Gothes, 

Bid him re pane to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chic fell Princes of the Gothes, 

Bid him er.campe his fouldicr.s where they are. 

Tell him theEnipcrcurandthe Emprcfle too v 

1 caftat try houfe, and he fhall fe.aft w ith them, - 
THisdoethou for mv lnue,anci fo let him, 

Ashcregardshisaged Fathers life, 
iTAar. This will I doc, and fcone retains againe. 

Tamer a 
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Tasnor. Now will I hence about thy bufines, 

And take my miniflers along with me. 

Titus. Nay,nay,letrapeandmurderftay withroc. 

Or els He call my brother backe againe. 

And deauc to no reuenge but Lucius, 

Tam, What fay you boyes, will you bide with him, 
Whiles I goe tell my Lord the Emperour, 
Howlhauegouerndour detertnindieft, 

Yeelde tohis humour, fmoothandfpeakehimfaire» 

And tarry with him till I turne againe. 

Tuns. I know them all, though they fuppofe me mad; 
And will ore-reach them in theyr o wne dcuife*, 
Apayreofcurfed hell-hounds and their Dam. 

Dome. Madam depart at plcafure, lcaue vs heerc. 

Tumor a. Farewell Andronscus, reuenge now goes 
To lay acomplotto betray thy foes. 

Titus. I know thou dooft, and fweete reuenge farewell, 
Chiron, Tell vs old man, how lhall webeimployd, 
Titus. But I haue worke enough for you to doc, 

"Publius come hether, Cuius, and Valentins, 

Publius. What isyour will f 
Tstus. Know you thefetwo. ? 

Pub. The Empretlc fonnes I tikethem, Chiron,D emetriut, 
Titus. Fie Publius fie, thou art toomuchdeccaude, 

The one is Murder, Rape is the others name. 

And therefore bindc them gentle Publius , 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them, 

Qft haue you heardme wifti for fuch an houre. 

And now I finde it, therefore bindc them fuie. 

And flop their mouthes if they begin to cry. 

Chiron. Villaires forbeare, we are the Emprctle fonnes. 
Publius, And therefore do we what we arc commanded* 
Stop clofe their mouth es, let them notfpeakea word, 

Is he lure bemud; lookc that y on binde them faft. 
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JEnttr Titus Andronieuttvith a knife, andLauiniu 

■frith A Bafon. 

Titus. Come, come L<n«tW<r,looke, thy faesarebound, 

Sirs flop their mouthes, let them not fpeake to me, 

But let them hearcwhatfearefull wordslvtter. 
Ohvillaines,C^>c»andD«wf/«W, 

Here Hands the fpring whome you haue ltaind with mud. 
This goodly Sommer with your Winter mixt. 

You kild her husband, and for that vilde fault. 

Two other brothers were condemnd to death, 

My hand cut off, and made a merry ieft. 

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and that more decre 
Then hands or tongue, her fpotleffechaftity, 
Inhumainetray tors, you conftraind and forth 
What would youfay if I thould let you fpeake 
Villaines for thame you could not beg for grace. 

Harke wretches ho w I meane to martyr you, 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throates 
Whilft tha tLauinia tweene her flumps doth hold 
The Bafon that receauesyour guilty blood. 

You know your Mother mcancs to fcaft with me. 

And calls herfelfe Reuenge, and thinkesmemad. 

Harke villaines, I will grindeyour bones to duft. 

And with your blood and it He make a pa Ac, 
Andofthepafteacoffenl willrcarc. 

And make twopaftiesofyour fhamefull heads, 

And bid that ftrumpet your vnhallowed Dam, 

Like to the earth fwallow herowneincreafc* 

This is the feaft that I haue bid her to, 

And this the banquet the Ihallfurfeton, 

For worfe then Philomel you vide my daughter, 

And woafe then Prow I will be reuengd, 

K ' And 
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And now prepare your throats: Lminia come, 

Receaue the blood, and when that they are dead, 

Let me goe grind&thcir bones to powder fmallj 
And with this hatefull liquour temper it, 

AneLin that pafte let their vilc'e heads be bakce, 

Come, come, be euery one officious, 

To make this banket, which I vvi h may proue 
More ft erne and bloody then the Centauresfeaft. 

He curs it? rir throats. 

Sonowbringthenain, for lie play theCooke, 

And fee them ready againft their Mother conies. 

Exwnt* 

Enter LucwtyCMa*vuh ^ fytbeu 
Lucias. Vnckle CMarcus, fi ncet is my 'fathers mindc 
That 1 repaire to Rome, I am content* 

goth. And ours with thine befall what Fortune will. 
Lucius* Good Vnckle take you in this barbarous Moqtc 9 
This rauenous Tiger, this accurfed deuill, 

Let him receaue no fuftenancc, fetter him* 

Till he be brought vnto ttie Emperours face,. 

For teftimony of her foule proceedings : 

And fee the Ambuih ofour friends be ftrongj 
^ 1 fearcthc* Emperour meaocs no good to vs. 

Moore. Some deuill wbifpcr enrfes in mine care* 

And prompt me that my tongue may vtter torch, 

The venemous malliceof my fwelling heart. 

• > Lucius. Away inhumanedogge, vnhallowedflauc, 
Sms, helps our vnckle to conuey him in - y 
The crumpets fhcvv the Emperour is at hand. 

Sound T i -limpets') Enter Emperour and E mprejf ^ With 
Tribunes ana others. 

ATW. VVhatJiathlhe firmament race fiinnes then one? 

Luctftt) 
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r Lucius. What booiesit thee to call thy felfe a funner 
Marcus, Romes Emperour andNepheW breake the park 

Thefe quarrels ranft be quietly debated, 

Thefeaft is ready which thecarcfull Tttus^ 

Hath ordained to an honourable end, 

For peace, for loue, for league and good to Rome : 

Tit nipan^ ta^e VQUt DWCCI* 



Sound tYunty&Sitnter Titus like* Cookg , placingtbe nttaie out 
the Tabic, and Laitima Veitb a vatic ouer her face. 

Titus. Welcom ray graeiou$Lord,we1com dread Queen 
Welcome ye warlike Gothes, welcome Lueiut, 

And welcome all, although the checrebcpoorc, 

Twill fill your liomaeks, pleafe you eat of it. 

Satur. Why art thou thus attired Andronicut ? 

Tttus . Becaufcl would be fare tohiueail well* 
Toentertaine your highnes,andyour Empreffe. 

Tam, We are beholding to you good Andromctts , 

Tttus. And ifyourhighnes knew my heart, you were; 

My Lord the Emperour refolu c me this, 

Was it well done ofrafii V tr^tnwt-, 

To flay his daughter with his owne right hand, 

Becaufe file wasenforft,ftaind, and deflowrdej 
. Satur, 1 1 vy as Ancit o niens. 

Tttus. Your reafon mighty Lord ? 

Satur . Becaufe thegirle Ihould not furuiucher fliame. 
And by her prefence ftill renew hisforrowes. 

Tttus T A reafon oiighty,firong, and efifettuall, 

A patterne, prefident, and liuely warrant. 

For membft wretched to performe the like. 

Die, die Lauwia, and thy fhame with thee. 

And with thy ihame thy Fathers forrow die. he kills her. 
Sat arts. What haft thou done, vnnaturall and vnkinde? 

K 2 Turn * 
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Tit. Kild her for whome my teares haue mabe me dlind, 
I am as wofull ars ins was, 

And hauc a thoufand times more caufe then he. 

To doe this outrage, and it is now done. 

King. What was /he rauiflit? tell who did the deede. 
Trus. Wilt pleafe you cat, wilt pleafe your highnes feed? 
Tam. Why haft thou flaine thine onely daughter 
Tuns. Nat I, twas CWowand 'Demetrius. 

They raui flit her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, t was they, that did her all this wrong. 

King* Goe fetch them hether to vs prefently, 

Titus. Why there they are both, baked in that pie, 
Whereoftheir mother daintilie hath fed. 

Eating theflelh that (he herfelfe hath bred. 

Tis true, tis true, witnes my kniues fliarpe point, 
Hift*bstheEmprtJfe. 

Empe . Diefranticke wretch for thisaccurfed deec 
Lucius. Can thefonnes eye behold his father bleede. ? 
There’s mcede for meedc, death fora deadly deede. 

Marcus. You fad fac'd men, people and fons of Rome, 
By vproresfeuerd like a flight of fowle, 

Scattred by windes and high tefnpeftious gufts, 

Oh let me teach you how to knitagaine 
This fcattred come into one mutuall fheaffe, 

Thefc broken limbs againeinto one body, 

RomanLord. Let Rome herfelfe be bane vnto her felfe. 
And fbee whome riiightie kingdotnes curlie too, 

Like aforlorneand defperatecaft away. 

Doe lhamefull execution on her felfei 
But if my froftie fignes and chaps of age, 

Graue witneffetoftrue experience, 

Connot induce you to atten d my words, 

Spcake Romes deere friend, as erft our Anceftor, 








you know lamnovauoterl, ‘ 

(ars can witnes, dumb although they are* 
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When with his folemne tonguche did difeo 
Toloue-ficke Didoes fad attending earc, 

The ftory ofthat balefull burning night, 
Whenfubtile Greekes furprizdKingPriams 
Tell vs what Sinon hath bewkcht our earcs. 

Or who hath brought the fatall engine in 
That giues our Troy, our Romethe ciuill 
My hart is notcompa&ol flint nor fteele 
Norcanlvttetall our bitter griefe, 

But floods of teares will drowne my 
And breake my very vttrance euen in the time 
When it fliould moueyou to attend me nioft, 

Lending your kind commiferation. 

Heereis a Captaine let him tell the tale, 

Your harts will throb and weepe to heare him fpeake. 

Lucius. Then noble auditory be it knowne to 
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that mucdredourEmperours brother. 

And they it were that ranifhedour lifter. 

For their fellfaults our brothers were beheaded. 

Our Fathers teares defpifd, and bafelv coufend,’ 
Ofthat true hand that fought Romes quarrellou 
Andfenther enemies vnto the graue, 

Laftlymy felfevnkindly banilhed, 

The gates fliuton me and turnd weeping out. 

To beg reliefe among Romes enemies, 

Who drownd theit enmity in my true teares, 

Arid opt their atmes to imbracc me as a friend, 
and I am the turned forth be it knowne to you, 

That haue preferud her welfare in my blood, 
dfrom her bofome tookethe enemies poin 
the fteele in my aduentrous body, 
w I am no vaunter I, 



That 




The mojl UmemaUeTr agedk 

That my report is iuft atld full of truth? 

Butfoft.mc thinkcsldoedigreffe too much, 

Cytingmy worthies praife, Oh pardon me. 

For w hen no friends are by , men praife themfelues. 

Match. Now is my turne to fpeake: behold this childc,' 
Of this was Tamora deliucred, 

The ifliieofan irreligious Moore, 

Chiefe Architeft and plotter ofthefc woes, 

The villame is aliue in Titus houfe, 

And as he is to witnesthis is true. 

Now iudgewhat courfchad Titus toreuenge, 
Thefe'wrongsj vnfpeakeable paft pacrenee, 

Or more then any liuing man could bcarc. 

Now you hauc heard the truth, what fay you Romanes! 
Haue wedone ought amifle? fhow vs wherein, 

And from the place where you behold vs now, 

The poore remainder of Andt oncic 

Will handinhand all headlong call vs downc, 

And on the ragged ffor.es beat forth our br aiocs, 

And make a mutuall clofureof our houfe : 

Speake Roroaines fpeake, and if you fay wc flball, 

Lee hand in band Lucius and 1 will fall. 

Emtllsus. Come come thou rcucrentmanofRorac, 
And bring our Emperour gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperour for well I know. 

The common voyce doe cry it fhall be fo. 

Marcus. Lucius , all hai le Ron es roy all Emperour, 
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But gentle people giuemeaime a while, 

Fomature putsme to a heauie taske, 

Stand aH aloofe.but Vnckle draw you neerej 
To fired obfequious teares vpon this trunke, 

Oh take this warroekilTe on thy pale cold lips, 
Thefeforrowful drops vpon thy bloud-flaincface, 

The hft true duties of thy noblefonne. 

tJMarc. Tearefor teare,andfouingkiueforkiue, 
Thy.brother tenders on thy lips, 

Ch were the ftimmeof thefe that I fhould pay, 

Countleffe and infinite, yet would I pay them . 

Lucius. Come hither boy come, come and learneotvs, 
Tonieltinfhawers.ihy Grandfisr loud thee well. 

Many atimehedatmfttheeon his knee, 

Sung thee afleepe,hislouingbreaft thy pillow^ 

Many amattcr hath he told to thee, 

Meete and agreeing with thine infancie. 

In that refpeft then, likea louing childe. 

Shed yet fome fmall drops f: om thy tender fpring, 
Becaufe kindc nature doth require it fo, 

Friends fitould a flbeiate friends in griefe and woe. 

Bid him farewell, commit him to the graue. 

Doe them that kindnes, and take leaue of them. 

Puer. O Grandfier,Grandfire,euen withallmy Hart, 
Would I were dead fo you didliueagame. 

O Lord I cannot fpeake to him for weeping. 

My teates willchoakemeif Iopemy mouth, 

Romaifte. You fad An.-irontcte haue done With woes, 
Giue fentence on this execrable wretch, 

Thathath bene breeder ofehefe direeuents. 

Lucius. Set him bieaff deepein earth and famifhhilB 
There let him Hand and raueandcry for foodc, 

If any one releeucs or pitties him, 

For the offence he dies, this is our doomc. 






-Jl ; ! l' I 



Tbcmojl lament aUeTrage die 

Sortie ftayto fee him faftned in the earth. 

■A'on. Ah why fhculd wrath be mute, andfury dumb} 

1 am no baby I, that wit h bafe praicrs 
I fhould repent the euils I haue done, 

Tcnthoufand worfethen eueryetldid, 

Would I performeifl might haue my will, 

Ifone good deed in all my life! did, 

1 doe repent it from my very fonle. 

Lucius . Some louing friends conuey the Emperour hence 
And giue him buriallin his fathers gtaue. 

My father and Lauima(hnl\ forthwith 
Be clofed in our houiholds monument : 

As for that hanous Tiger Tamora, 

No funercll rite, nor man in mourncfull weeds, 
Nomournefull bell fliall ring her buriall. 

But throw her forth to beads and birds to prey; 

Her life was beaftly and dcuoid ofpicty. 

And being fo fhall haue like want of pitty. 

See iuftice done on Aron that dambd Moore , 

By whomc our heauy haps had their beginning : 

Then afterwards to order well theftate. 

That like euents may ncr’eit ruinate. 
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